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Perlen of the Drama, 


5 their Parts were ſeveral Times rehearſed. 


| i. King of Britain, by Mr. Ryan. N 8 : 
Posrhulvus, entleman pri- J Mr. Bar, 3 
vately married to the Princeſs. 1 . "If 


Crorxx, Son to the ueen, by a 3 
former Huſband. a : 1 } 
Gurus, Sons to the King, Mr. Dyer. 
7: but ſuppoſed Sons 5 
| Axvixacvs, to Belarius.d 
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BxLarivs, a baniſh'd Lord. Mr. Gerke. 5 
-PrILAR0, an Hallan, Friend to Poſthumas. © -- 
Jacnimo, Friend to Philario, Mr. Mackin: 
98 wh _ the W Mr. Bridgewater. 
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8 WOMEN. 


F TY Wife to Geer, Mrs. Vincent, 


Imoctn, Daughter to . }n Mrs. Cibb . 
by a former Queen. 
Hxrxx, Attendant on Tmogen. | 
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Lords Ladies, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and 
 - other Attendants. = 2 
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IN the niet of 1752, 1 Weg on Mr. Rich, at 


Corolty, and read to him an Alteration of Romeo and 
het; wherein J had ſeparated the Tra gedy, from the 
Comedy, and thrown the latter quite away. He ap- 
prov'd of what T had done; but being undetermin'd as 
to accepting it, advis'd me to ſhew it, to Vit. Barry, 
and Mrs. Cidber. When I came to Mr. Barty, He 
told me he was forry he could not aſſiſt me; for the 
Houſe was to be open'd with Romeo, as the Stage then,» 

poſleſs'd it. But, in Order to make me Amends, If Iz 
wou'd alter Cymbeline, He wou'd engage for the Per- 
formance of it. Induc'd by this Promiſe, and truck, 


with the numberleſs Beauties of the Piece, I thought! it, 


a pleaſing Taſk, to endeavour to amend the Condat of 
the Fable, by confining the Scenes, at leaſt, to this 
Iſland. Soon after I had began it, Mr. Barry carried 
What I had written, to Mrs. "Cibber. who very judici- 
ouſly pointed out ſome Paſſages that might be improy d. 

The next Seaſon, Mr. Rich Caſt the ſeveral Parts of the 
Play, and it went thro* ſeven Readings or Rehearſals 
in the Green-Room. And Mrs. Cibber was ſo ſanguine 
in Favour of it, that ſhe ſpoke to me, in theſe remark- 
able Words. % Now, Now, it will do! Mr. Marſh, 


it will do! as long as the Szage exiſts, this will be 
an Afing Play, and as long as I know the Theatfe my 


< I ſhall chooſe to appear in the Character of Imogen,” 
Soon after this, the Time was mentioned by Mts. 
Cibber, in the Preſence of Mr. Rich, when the Play 


| ſhov'd be brought on the Stage.----Her Words were to 
this Effect: That She thought it wou'd be wrong to. 


oppoſe the new Play of Eugenia, t then acting at Drury- 
Lam, till the Author's firſt Benefit was over; ; and there- 
fore fix'd on the fourth Night of the Run of chat 
Play for the performing of Cymbeline. As Mr. Rich 
made no Objection, Timagin'd all Difficulties werenow” 
ſurmounted. ” A few Nights after this Declaration, as 
Fwas ſtanding behind the Scenes, Mr. Rich defired me 
to ſpeak to Mrs Cibber to come to a Rehearſal the next 


Norning: (this was in the Month of February) When 
I Fades 


felt to her, She replied with an exclama- 
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e . 
on my Fer: „No, Sir No / it is too late, I have a 


long Part to ſtudy for myſelf; ſeveral for theß 


«*People ; ( 2 to the Actors in the Green -R oom) 
19 beſides, M r. Rich never intended it ſhou d come on 
At all.“ Thus did my imaginary Poetical Eſtate, 
which was to have been one Benefit, If the Play run xe 
Nights, vaniſh from me, d ts the hops of 


was at the Bedford Coffee-Houſe, He began, 
* 2 is not to be perf orm d, 1 find; did 
Il you Barry and Cibber never intended it 


© ſhou'd? What think you now? Will you believe me 


„ another Time.” In this Manner was the Cauſe of my 
Diſappointment, attributed alternately, by one . 
other. As Mr. Berry was the Perſon who firſt engag d 
me, in this Performance, I naturally complain d to 


him, of the Uſage T had receiv'd; and in hag oh 


ot the Year 1757, I met Mr. Rich and Mr. Barry, in 

the Drefſing-Room of the latter, when Mr. Rich Ard 
me, He + vp lay Cymbeline early the next Winter, 
and wou'd be my 2 iend in it. When that Winter came- 
on, I wrote two Letters to him, reminding him of his 


Promiſe ; (for it was impoſſible not to be tir'd, with 


dancing Attendance, for at leaſt five Years) which as 
he 8 anſwer' d, 1 ſpoke to him for the laſt Time, 
at the Feaſt held for the Celebration of the Memory of 
Shakeſpear ; when He told 9 the Perſon 1 
in my Letter, meaning Mr. Barry, had 1 


having been Witneſs to jo Promiſe made to me, 
ng he l 


him. But that Perſon has ſince affur'd me, 
remembers it. Having taken up ſo much of the Rea- 
der's Time, and perha Ly tir'd him, with relating 
ſo many Altercations, why bona Ta nh om "rang ped 
itſelf, as it now ftands ; T only opſerv 

have been very 
Shakeſpear, auth my on Embroidery *. 
hope the Plot is cd on with — 


© ®#$ee the Critical Review, fer February, WF n 
te Winter's A alter d by the ſame . 


making Gold are defeated, readfu] oſion 
in the Aelymiſt. The next 1 5 l ae Mr. Rich, * 


frugal in decorating the Gr | 
oy 8 
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(Whole fond enſnaring Smiles caught Cymbeline, 
15 B 


_ Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Trebonius and Piſanio. 


Tre. ETHINKS, Piſanio, wild Diſorder reigns. 
Throughout the Palace: Ev? ry Man I mect 
Contracts his Brow, and arms it with a Frown, 

Piſan. Our Courtiers wear their Faces to the Bent 
Of the King's Looks ; they're dreſt in outward Anger, 
And yet, Trebonius, cou'd you read the Heart, 


*T wou'd plainly there be ſeen, they ſcoul at chat 


Which gives them inward Joy. 


Treb. May one demand 


The Reaſon of theſe ſeeming Contradictions? ? 


Piſan. The ſecret Marriage of the noble Poſthumus 
With roger the Heireſs of our Kingdom, 
Has hitherto, as ſuch high Truſt deſerves, 
Within my faithful Breaſt been ſafely treaſur'd. 
But by the Subtlety of our new Queen, 


And 


—— 
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33 CY MBE LINE. 

And Gs him raiſe her to the Royal Bed) 

This Morn it was diſcover'd z—when, in R 3 

The King pronounc'd a Sentence worſe than 

The hopeleſs Doom of Baniſhment againſt him. 
Treb. In our laſt Embaſſy, when I attended here 

Our Roman Gen'ral, he was th* only Fav'rite. + 
Piſan. Cymbeline lov'd him ; bred him from his Birth ; 

Put him to all the Learning that the Age 

 Cou'd make him Maſter of; which he imbib d. 

As we do Air, faſt as twas miniſter d. 

He then beheld him with the ſame Delight 

Indulgent Fathers view the promis'd Hopes 

O Virtue, and of Genius, in à Son. 

But this vile Step-dame, by inſidious Arts, 


Has turn'd his noble Nature: But for her, 


With his own Hand he wou'd have giv'n to Peſthumus 
His charming Daughter : What is now a Crime, 
Was once deſign'd him as the greateſt Bleſſing. 
O Imogen, the lovelieſt of thy Sex 
How will thy Heart ſupport this fatal * 
Treb. She is indeed a Wonder. 
Piſan. All who view | ; 
Her radiant Beauty, and her graceful Manners, 
Muſt own perforce ſhe is a Lady ſuch, 
As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth 


For one her like, there would be ſomething failing 


In her that ſhould compare. Yet the King's Purpoſe 

Was to beſtow her on that half-form'd Wretch, 

That moving Piece of Earth, the fooliſh Claten, 
Treb. I met Lord Cloten as I left the Preſence, 


When with a ſtupid Gaze, he ſudden ſtop'd ; 
Aſk'd when the General Lucius wou'd arrive; 


Then curſing Paſtbumus, he haſted from me. 


Piſan. The Roman Lucius, what imports his Viſit ? 
Treb. Our Emp'ror has commanded him to urge 
The Payment of the Tribute due to Rome. 
His 8 tis thought, will en Lud's Port to N ght. 
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If Cymbeline refuſes, all the Legions 
We have in Gaul, are order'd to embark ; 
That with our Roman Swords we may decide 
The bloody Diff*rence. 
Piſan. And is this a time 
To throw away the Shield that ſhou'd defend us ? 
How fatal is the Dotage of the Soul 
When weak'ning Age impairs its Faculties 
Ere Cymbeline became a ductile Slave. 
His Judgment, like his Honour, was conſummate. 
He All'd hi his Office with a kingly Grace ; 


The Virtues of the Monarch, and the Man, 


Were kindly mix'd.— _ 
Except one Act, which in unheeding Youth | 
His Sycophants betray'd him to, no Man 
In all his golden Reign e'er felt Oppreſſion 
Thou, only thou, poor good Bellarius, 
Haſt for thy Virtue ſuffer'd ! 
Treb. You ſeem mov'd. 
Piſan. I am at the Remembrance. That great Man 


Was ſuch a finiſh'd Soldier, that ev'n Rome, 


Albeit ſhe boaſts, and with the utmoſt Juſtice, 


Of mighty Cæſar, never bred a braver. 


But Slander caught him ;—by the vip'rous Breath 
Of harden'd Perjury, the Hero fell. 

He was accus'd of a Conſpiracy 

Againſt his Country ; and on trivial Proof, 
Condemn'd and ſentenc'd to perpetual Exile. 

But Heav'n has well aveng'd him ; the King *S SONS, 
Two Royal Infants, were ſoon after ſtoPn;-  _ 


Nor cou'd Enquiry, or the ſtricteſt Search, 


E'er yet diſcover em. But ſee, the Queen, 


With Poſthumus, and Imogen. Let us retire : 
My — wou d overflow to vie their Parting. 


| Exexnt. 


Sig _ Enter 


Enter Queen, Poſthumus, Imogen . — 


Queen. No, be aſſur d you ſhall not find me, Davghter, 

After the Slander of moſt Step-mothers, 
Pll-ey*d unto you: You're my Pris'ner, but 
Your Jayler ſhall deliver you the Keys 
That lock up your Reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as I can win th* offended King, 
I will be known your Advocate : Marry, yet 
The Fire of Rage is in him; and *twere good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wiſdom may inform you. Ty 

Poſth. Pleaſe your Highneſs, 

I will from hence to-day. - 

Queen. You know the Peril: 

Tl walk about the Garden; tho' the King 
Strictly forbids your ſpeaking to each other, 
Twere Cruelty in me, ſhou'd I deny it. | 
[Alde.] If I meet Cymbeline, I'll lure him hither. 

I hate this Poſthumus : Betwixt the Throne 4 
And Cloten's Hopes, he, like an Nbmus, ſtands : 
That J#>mus mult be cut, ere they can meet. ¶ Exit, 

. Diſſembling Courteſie ! how fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds My deareſt Huſband, 
I ſomething fear my Father's Wrath, but nothing 

(Always reſerv'd my holy Duty) what 
His Rage can do on me. You muſt be gone, 

And I ſhall here abide the hourly Shot 
Of angry Eyes; not comforted to live, 
But that there 1s this Jewel in the World, 
That I may ſee again. 

Poſt. My Queen! my Miſtreſs ! 

Lady, weep no more, left I give Cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more Tenderneſs 
Than doth become a Man. I will remain 


The loyal'ſt Huſband that did cer POL Troth; 
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My Reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's , 
Who to my Father was a faithful F riend ; 
Write there, my Queen. 
| And with mine Eyes III drink the Words you ſend, 
* 'Tho' Ink be made of Gall. 
mog. Support me Heav'n ! 
Poſth. Shou'd ſever'd Lovers be for takin g leave, 
As long a Term as we have yet to live, 
The Lothneſs to depart wou'd grow: Adieu! 
Imog. Nay, ſtay a little. — | 
| Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 
Such parting were too petty.—Look here, Love, 
This Diamond was my Mother's; take it, Heart, 
And keep it *till you woo another Wife, 
When Inogen is dead. 
Poſth. Another Wife! 


© You gentle Gods, give me but this I have, 


| And ſear up my Embracements from a next 
With Bonds of Death. —Remain, remain thou here, 
[ Putting on the Ring. 
| While Senſe can keep thee on! And, ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
1 As at the Altar, when we did exchange 
Each for the other, thou, thy richeſt ſelf, 
Gave for unworthy me, tho? to thy Loſs 
So infinite; ſo is it in our Trifles; 
Iam the Gainer ſtill —Wear this for me; 
Puiting a Bracelet on ber Arm. 
It is a Manacle of Love; I'll place it 


ö Upon this faireſt Pris'ner. 


Imog. O, the Gods! 
When ſhall we meet again ? 
Paſtb. Alack, the King 


Enter Cymbeline and Queen. 
Ling. Still here? We've told thee our Decree; 


N 1 Command, that thou ſhou d ſt leave the Court. 
When 
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When next thou'rt ling'ring ſeen, thou dy ſim Away ! 
Thou'rt Poyſon to my Blood. 
Paſtb. The Gods protect you, 
And bleſs the good Remainders of the — 
As many Farewells as be Stars in Heav'n, 
Ce _ Imogen | [ compriz d in one. 

8 There cannot be a Pinch i in Death 5 
More ſharp than this is 

King. O diſloyal Thing, 

That ſhou'd'ſt repair my Youth, thou heapeſt many 
A Year's Age on me 
_  tmeg. I beſeech you, Sir, 

Harm not yourſelt with your Vexation ; 

I'm ſenſeleſs of your Wrath ; a Fouch more rare 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. 

King. Paſt Grace? Obedience? | 
Ing. Paſt Hope, andin Deſpair; that way paſt Grace. | 
Sir, tis your Fault that I've lov'd Poſthumus, | 
You bred him as my Play-fellow ; and he is 
A Man worth any Woman; qverbuys me 
Almoſt the Sum he pays 
King. What art thou mad? 

Inog. Almoſt, Sir; Heav'n reſtore me! Wou'd I were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my Poſtbumus | 

Our Neighbour-Shepherd's Son. 
Queen. Beſeech you Patience. 
Dear Lady Daughter, Peace. Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us t'ourſelves, and make yourſelt ſome Comfort 
Out of your beſt Advice. | 

King. Nay, let her languiſh 
A Drop of Blood a Day ; and, being aged, Sh 
Die of this Folly. | [ Exit. 

Queen. Fie! you muſt give way. - 


Enter 


crYrmuntting #8 
2 55 _ Enter Piſanio, 


Here is your Servant.—How now, Sir, what News? 
| Piſan. My Lord, your Son, drew on my Maſter. 
Queen. Hah! 

No Harm, I truſt, is done? 

Piſan. There might have been, 

But that my Maſter rather play'd, than fought, 

And had no Help of Anger: They were young 

By Gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on't. 
Imog. Your Son's my Father's Friend; he takes his Part. 

A valiant Sir, to draw upon an Exile La | 

But why, Piſanio, came you from your Maſter i ? 
Piſan. On his Command; he would not ſuffer me 

To bring him to the Haven; bid me pay 

My Duty here, when't pleaſe you to employ me. 

Queen. Imogen, will you walk? 
Imog. You ſhall, at leaſt, [To Piſanio. 

Go ſee my Lord aboard for this Time leave me. 
LEveunt Queen and Imogen at one Door, and Piſanio 

at the other. 


Enter Cloten and Two Lords. 


= Firſt Lord. Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt; 
the Violence of Action has made you reek as a Sacri- 
7 fice, Where Air comes out, Air comes in: There's 
none Abroad ſo wholeſome as that you vent. ; 
& | Cloten. If my Shirt were bloody, then to ſhift it 

*# Have I hurt him? 

3 Second Lord. No Faith, not ſo much as his Patience. 

3 Ale. 

r xXx Fit Lord. Hurt him? His Body's a paſſable Car- 

N caaſs, if he be not hurt: It is a Thorough- -fare for Steel, 
8 ui it be not hurt. 


 Cloten, 
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8 CTM B ELIN E. 
Cloten. The Villain wou'd not ſtand me. | 
Second Lord. No—but he fled forward ſtill, toward 

.your Face. Aide. 
Erſt Lord. Stand you? You have Land enough of 
your own; but he added to your Having, gave Jou 
ſome Ground. 
Cloten. I wou'd they had not come between us And | 
that ſhe ſhou'd love this Fellow, and refuſe me! 
Second Lord. If it be a Sin to make a true Election, 


ſhe's damn'd. Aide. 


Firſt Lord. Sir, as I ** you hn: her Beauty and 
her Brain go not together. She's a good Sign, but I 
have ſeen ſmall Reflection of her Wit. 

Cloten. Come, I'll to my Chamber.—Wou'd there 
had been ſome Bunt done.—Yowll go with us? | 

Firſt Lord. I'll attend your Lordſhip. | 

. Cloten. Nay come, let s go together. [Ereunt. 


8 C E NE, Imogen? 1 Apartment. 


Enter Imogen and Piſanio. 


* . 


Fa Here may vent my Sorrows \—Here, Piſanio, | 
Unmark'd of the fallacious Tyrant's Eyes 


1 may enquire ; then tell me, ſay, how look'd 


My baniſh'd Poſthumus, when parted from me? 
Piſan. As in a ſudden Change, from roſy Health, 
And temp'rate-beating Pulſe, to pining Sickneſs, 
The Blood ſubſides ; the Cheek that glow'd before, 
Looks Paler than the with'ring Lilly's Head ; b 
So far'd it with my Lord. Bereft of you, 
Who art his Health, for whom alone. bs breathes, - - 
From his diſcolour'd Lips the Purple fled, | 
And his wan Viſage ſpoke him ſcarce alive. 
Imog. Alas! his Pangs are doubled upon me. 
I wou'd thou grew'ſl unto the Shores o th' Haven 
And * ev'ry Sail: If he ſhou'd N 7 
And 
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And I not have i it, twere a Paper loſt 
As offer'd Mercy is. What was the laſt 
That he ſpake with thee? _ 
Piſan. Twas, his Queen, his Queen! 
Imog. Then wav'd his Handkerchief ? 
Piſan. And kiſs'd it, Madam. 
Tmog. Senſeleſs Linen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all ? 
Piſan. No, Madam; for fo Jong 
As he cou'd make me with his Eyes, or I 
Diſtinguiſn him from others, he did keep 
The Deck with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the Fits and Stirs of's Mind 
Cou'd beſt expreſs, how ſlow his Soul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. 
Imog. Thou ſhou'd*ſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after-eye him. 
Piſan. Madam, ſo J did. 
Vuog. I wou'd have broke mine Eye-ſtrings ; 3 
Crack'd them but to look upon him; 
Nay follow*d him, *till he had melted from 
The Smallneſs of a Gnat to Air; and then 
Have turn'd mine Eye and wept.— But, 80 PR 
When ſhall we hear from him? 
Piſan. Be aſſur'd, Madam, 
With the next Vantage. | 
Imog. I did not take my Leave wy him, but had 
Moſt pretty Things to ſay : Ere I cou'd tell him 
How I wou'd think on him, at certain Hours, 
Such Thoughts, and ſuch ; or, I cou'd make him ſwear 
The She's of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine Int'reſt and his Honour; or cou'd charge him 
Art the ſixth Hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T*encounter me with Oriſons, (for then 
I am in Heav*n for him ;) or ere I cou'd 
Give him that Rug Kiſs, which I had fer 
C Bet wixt 
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Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyranous Breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our Buds from growing. 
Piſan. Suff ring Virtue 
Is the peculiar Care of Providence. : 
Then droop not, gentle Lady: Heav*n that tries, 
At laſt rewards the Goodneſs of the Heart. 
Imog. Heav'n knows this Trial is a moſt ſevere one. 
No more my Father with paternal Smiles, 
Beholds the wretched Imogen. — His Heart 
Is ſhut againſt me.—Little thought that Saint 
That was my Mother, it wou'd come to this. 
Pve ſeen him hang enamour'd on her Face, 
And heard him oft proteſt, ſhould Death deprive him 
Of that delightful Object, all his Love 
Shou'd be transferr'd to me. But that is pal; = 
And wherefore do I think on't ? | Ss 
Piſan. Such ſad Thoughts = 
Serve but to heighten and enlarge your Griefs, 
Imog. And yet they will not from me Hear me then, 
For Sorrow loves to talk. When on her Bed 
My dying Mother lay; her faded Cheek 
Join'd to the King's, her Hand faſt lock'd in his, 
Her Heart with Anguiſh broken for my Brothers, 
Thoſe princely Babes, ſo ſtrangely wreſted from her; 
With L ears ſhe kiſs'd me; — Imogen, ſhe ſaid, 
The King at my Requeſt, will make thee happy 
In thy lov'd Poſthumus. 
Piſan. And did he then 
r the Promiſe, Madam; p 
mog. Yes, Piſanio, 
Ev n in the tend reſt Manner: — The good Queen 
Fix d ſtedfaſtly on me her languid Eyes, 
And kept them there, *till quite depriwe of Light, 
The 3 Balls were clos'd by Death for ever. 
With her, alas ! fled ev'ry Comfort from me ! 
Diſquiet and Vexation, from that Hour, 
Have been my bitter Portion. | 
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CYMBELINE: 11 
Piſan. May they ſoon | 4 
End in the Happineſs ſuch Worth deſerves. 
The Royal Cymbeline, o ermaſter'd now, | 
May yet be freed ; Nature will waken in him ; 
And Be who thus enſlaves him, ſoon Aa loſe 


Her faſcinating Power. 


Imog. Yet will I hope. — 
Hope is the nobleſt Paſſion of the Mind. 
When dreary Sorrow caſts its Shades around us, 


The Cherub Hope kindles again the Beam 


Of golden Joy, and diſſipates the Gloom: 
Ry that ſupported, we Misfortunes brave, 
Nis Health to che Diſeas'd, and Freedom to the Slave. 
KI” [ Exit, 
Fw a e y 


Mi. The Queen commands your Preſence. Wks 
Piſan. 1 obey . T »Ereunt. 


SC EN E, the Queen?. s Apartment 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Vial. 


I Flowers; 
pot Whilſt yet the Dew's on Ground, gather thoſe 


Make haſte—Who has the Note of them! : 


Lady. I. Madam, | 

Queen. Diſpatch.— [Exeunt Ladies. 
Now, good Cornelius, have you brought thoſe Drugs ? 

Corn. I have, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs. May I aſk 
Without Offence—my Conſcience bids me aſk— 
Why vou ve commanded of me theſe Compounds, 


So pois' nous in their Nature, tho? they're flow 


In Operation, in the End they're deadly. - 
Queen. Thoumak*®ſtaſtrangeDemand; ture Indica 
'Thy Pupil long ?—Vulgar Accompliſhments, 
To know Confections, to perfume, diſtill, 
Are common to our ſex, If yet I ſeek 
"1-8 ; To 
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To amplifie my Judgment, to explore 

The vegetable 9 — hid beneath 

In Earth's remoteſt Cells ;—it is to try 

Their Force on various animals, none human; 

And thence to prove their full Effects and Properties. 
Corn. 1 like her not, nor will I truſt her Malice 

With Drugs of a pernicious Nature. [ Hae. 


Queen. Here comes one, 
On whom I mean to make the firſt Eſſay, | 
Unleſs I can diſpoſe him to my Service — | [A/e. 
Piſanio, hark. Cornelius, 1 diſcharge 
Thy preſent Tendance. 
Corn. T know her Spirit; what is there contain'd 
Will ſtupifie, and dull the Senſe awhile ; 8 
But there's no Danger in that ſhew of Death 
It ſeems to make: like Sleep it will enchain 
The Faculties, that when again they wake, 
- They ſhall be more reviv'd. —_— Erit. 
Queen. Weeps ſhe till, ſay'ſt thou? 
Won't Time and thy Inſtructions quench her Folly ? 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 
Inſtant I'll make thee greater than thy Maſter. 
His Fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his Name 
Is at laſt Gaſp: Return he cannot, nor | 
Continue where he is; to ſhift his Being 
Is to exchange one Miſery for another. 
Piſan. Your Highneſs' Pardon ;—Shou'd I incerpoſe 
In ſuch high Matters ? 
Queen. She puts truſt in thee 5 
Thou art a Courtier.— What can'ſt thou expect, 
To be Depender on a Thing that leans? 
Who cannot be new- built, and has no F riends 
So much as but to o prop him. Thou tak*ſt up 
[ Piſanio takes up the Vial. 
Thou 
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Thou wt not what; dil take it for if Labour. 
From Death, five times, it has redeem'd the King. 


Tl load thy Merit richly. —Call my Women. 
Exit Piſanio. 


A ſly and confine Knave, not to be ſhaken ; 


' Howeer, I've giv'n him that, which if he taſte, 


Mortal Diſeaſes follow.—So, tis well. 
Enter Piſanio and Ladies with Baſtets m Flowers, 


'The Conelling. Violets, and Primroſes, 

Bear to my Cloſet. Fare thee well, Piſanio. 

Think on my Words. LE — and Ladies, 
Piſan. And on thy Actions too. 


O harden'd Woman! deaf to ev'ry Call, 

Ao each ſoft Whiſper of Humanity. | 

Shall II turn Villain, and betray my Maſter? 
Not to be circled with the golden Crown 


Thy Artifice has gain'd. = has me, good Heav'n, 


# To wrap me up in my Integrity 


199 


4 As with a Robe.—And be one Courtier's Praiſe, 


That if he S he roſe 8 honeſt Ways. 


| End of the Et 4 


ACT 


14 : EY M-B E L IN E. 


A 8 T. Ii. 
8 OE NE, Lucius's Houſe. 
Enter Poſthumus and Philario. 


Poth. 1 P ILAR 10, how ſhall 1 repay this Kindneſs! 
You've bound me to you. by*the ſtrongeſt 
Ties; by thoſe of Gratitude. To bring me back to 
Britain under the protecting Power of the noble Lucius, 
ſo near that Treaſure of my Soul, my Imogen, is ſuch 
+ 2a Arien to my Sorrows, that 1 will awhile forget 
them. 

Pjpil. The Pleaſure of having aſſiſted, when in Di- 
ſtreſs, the Son of the brave Sicillius, overpays . 
was kind Heav'n that directed the Meeting of our Ships, 
to fruſtrate the Deſigns of the inhuman Cymbeline. 

Pofth. There was a Time, when I was favour'd by 
him. 

_ Phil. My Heart rejoices when I-think on the Acci- 

dent by which we were known to each other. Your 
Father, who was my F ellow-Soldier, and to whom 1 
have been indebted for no leſs than my Life, is ever in 
my Thoughts. When on your being told our Ship 
was Roman, you cried out, O that Sicillius were alive 
to defend my Country, tho? it diſclaims unhappy me 
1 thought my Friend again reviv'd, with all the Bloom 
of Youth, as when I firſt beheld him. 

Poſth. Then did you claſp me, preſs'd me to your 
Boſom, call'd me the young Sicillius, kindly aſk'd the 
Reaſon of * ſettled Gloom that —— cad my F 2 

i 
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bid me unveil my Grief, and ſwore by Friendſhip's 
holy Laws you'd ſtrive to eaſe it. When I forget it, 
may all good Men deſpiſe me, and may my hated 
Name be rank'd among the Treacherous and Ungrateful. 

Phil. Enough. — To ſerve a Friend in his Misfor- - 
tunes, is Recompence ſufficient. - Lucius, who honours ' 
me with his Confidence, has aſſured me his Houſe ſhall 
prove an Ahlum to you. I have already told him of 
your Sufferings, and he laments the alienated Affections 
of the King, to whom, when he was laſt in Britain, you 
appear'd ſo dear. Here comes the General. 


Enter Lucius. [Speaking to an Attendant at the Door] 


Luc. Haſte to the Court, Servilius. Inform Trebo- 
nius of my Arrival, and that I'm coming to demand an 
Audience. [ Exit Attendant.) Come to my Arms, thou 
noble Briton /—Your Injuries touch me nearly; and I 
ſhould diſgrace the glorious Names of Roman and of 
Soldier, cou'd I behold neglected Merit languiſh, and 
yet refuſe my friendly Hand to raiſe it. ; 

Paſth. This generous Treatment overwhelms me, 
Sir: No more I'll wonder why the Roman Name extends 
itſelf to Earth's extremeſt Limits; Virtue like yours 
muſt conquer all the World. —Methinks my Fate be- 
gins to ſoften ; to be careſs'd thus by the firſt of War- 
riours, makes me for a Moment forget my Sorrows, 
altho* divided from the deareſt Wife that ever bound 
in golden Chains the Heart of Man. 

Luc. My Preſence is expected at the Palace. I'II 
leave you with Pbilario.—On my Return depend on 
ſuch a Welcome as growing Friendſhip yields, when 
ſenſible of another's Worth. [ Exit. 

Phil. Hope all things from the generous Lucius. I 
therefore beg you to aſſume a chearful Temper, and 
let me introduce you to two Gentlemen who came over 
with me from Rome, whoſe Fidelity I will anſwer for 

3 | | With 
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with my Life; and whoſe Converſation may divert 


your Melancholy: We will together adminiſter to 


your Diſtreſs, what Conſolation we are * Here 


they come. 
Enter Jachimo * a F renchman. 


I beſo you, Gentlemen, * this youn · kad be 
entertain'd by you as ſuits with Perſons of your know- 


ing to a Stranger of his Quality. I commend him 


to you as a noble Friend of mine; how worthy he is, 4 
will leave to appear hereafter. 


Frenchm. Have we not known each other, Sir, i in 


| 0 2 


Poſtb. We have. Since when I have been indebted 


to you for Courteſies, which I ſhall be ever yet to pay. 


Frenchm. Sir, you over-rate my poor Kindneſs: I 
was glad I atton'd my Countryman and you; it had 
been Pity you had been put together with ſo mortal a 
Purpoſe as then each bore, ous a Matter of ſo On | 


and trivial a Nature. 


. Pofth. Your Pardon, Sir; I was then, tis true, a 
ng Traveller; but yet upon my mended Judgment 

(if I offend not to ſay it is mended) I think my Quar- 
rel was not altogether ſo ſlight. 

Frenchm. Faith yes, to be put to the Arbitrement of 
Swords. 

Jach. Can we un Manners aſk e was the Dif- 
ference ? 

Prenchm. Safely I think, | — a. Contention in 


Publick, which may without Contradiction ſuffer the 


Report : It was much like an Argument we held laſt 
Night, where each of us fell in Praiſe of our Country 
Miſtreſſes: This Gentleman at that time vouching (and 
upon a Warrant of bloody Affirmation) his to be more 


| _ wiſe, vis; _ company: bee 3 


- 
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leſs attemptable, than any of the rareſt. of our Ladies 
in France. 

ach, That Lady. i not how living or this Gentleman O 

0 pinion, by this, worn out. 

a of. She holds her Virtue ſtill, and I my Mind. 
Facb. You muſt not prefer her fore ours of Italy. 
Poſth. Being as far proyok'd, as I was in France, I 

would abate her nothing; ſince I profeſs myſelf her Adorer. 
Jacb. As fair, as good, a kind of hand-in-hand 

Compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and too good 

for any Lady in Britain: ſhe might be before others 1 

have ſeen, as that Diamond of yours out-luſters many I 

have beheld : but as I have not ſeen the moſt precious 
Diamond that is, neither have you the chaſteſt Lady. 
Peoſtbb. I prais'd her as I rated her; ſodol Stone. 


d 
; Fach. What do you eſteem it at? 
I Peaſtb. More than the World enjoys. 
" Fach. Either your unparagon'd Miſtreſs is dead, or 
4 ſhe's out-priz'd by a Trifle. 
- - Poſth. You're miſtaken ; the one may be ſold or 
g given, if there were Wealth enough for the Purchaſe, 
1 or Merit for the Gift; the other is the Gift of the Gods. 
> | Fach. Which the Cds have given you: 
- = Pofth.. Which, by their Graces I will keep. 
Jach. You may wear her in Title yours, but you 
1 know, ſtrange Fowl light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 
Poſth. Sir, with all my heart. — This worthy Signior, 
1 I thank him, makes no Stranger of me; we are fami- 
| liar at firſt. 
Jach. With five times ſo much Soeren 1 ſhou'd 
| get ground of your fair Miſtreſs ; make her go back 
even to the yielding ; ; bad 1 Admirtance and Opportu- 
on 0 friend. a 
DPgaſtb. No, no.—— 
Jach. I dare eee * the Moiety _ my 
| Eſtate to your Ring, which in my Opinion overvalues it 
Bi ſome- 


* 
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ſomething ; but 1 make my Wager rather againſt your 
Confidence than her Reputation; and to bar your Of- 
fence herein too, 1 durſt attempt it a any Lady 
in the World. 

.Poſth. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a Per- 
e and I doubt not you'd ſuſtain what Ow! are 
worthy 'of by your Attempr. | | 
FJach. What's that? | oe. 

Poſth. A Repulſe : tho' your bee, @ a5 you © cl =_ 
it, deſerves more; a Puniſhment too, 
Phill. Gentlemen, enough of this; it came in too 
ſuddenly ; let it die as it was born; and I = you be 
better acquainted. ö 

Jach. Wou'd I had put my Eſtate and my Neigh- 
you s on the Approbation 'of what I have ſpoken. 

Poſthb. What Lady wou'd you chuſe to aſſai ? 

Fach. Yours, who in Conſtancy, you think, ſtands ſo 
ſafe : I will lay you ten thouſand Ducats to your Ring, 
that, commend me to the Courr where your Lady is, 
with no more advantage than the Opportunity of a ſe- 
cond Conference, 1 will bring from thence that Ho- 
nour of hers, which you imagine ſo reſerv'd. 

Paſt h. My Lady is here in Britain, at Cymbeline's Pa- 
lace: your Friend: Ph:lario knows my Story. I will 
write to her as reſiding at Milford; and will wage Gold 
againſt your Gold; my Ring I hold dear as my Ne 
ir is part of it. 

Fach. You are afraid, and therein the wiſer ; ; if you 
buy Lady's Fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve it from tainting. 

'Poſth.. This is but a Cuſtom in your Tongue; you 
bear a graver Purpoſe, I hope. 

Jach. lam the Maſter of my Speeches, and wou d 
d what I have ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Pofth. Will you? 1 ſhall but lend my Diamond Oil 
your en my Miſtreſs exceeds in Goodneſs the 
Ji | 7 HL LOO Hugeneſs 
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Hugeneſs of your unworthy TR 1 I dare you to 


this Match; here's my Ring. 
Phil. I will have it no Lay. 
Fach. By the Gods, it is one. If I being you ſuf- 
ficient Teſtimony that I have enjoyed the deareſt bodily 
part of your Miſtreſs, my ten thouſand Ducats are mine, 
ſo is your Diamond too. If I come off and leave her 
in ſuch Honour, as you have truſt : in, She, your Jewel; 
this, your Jewel, and my Gold are yours; provided 1 
have your Commendation for my more 158 Entertain- 


Poſth. 1 embrace theſe Candicions: * us have Ar- 
ticles betwixt us: only thus far you ſhall anſwer; if 
you make your Attempt upon her, and give me direct- 
ly to underſtand you have prevaiFd, I am no further 
your Enemy; She is not worth our Debate : If ſhe re- 
main unſeduc'd, Lou, not making it appear otherwiſe, 
for your ill Opinion, and the Aſſault you have made 
againſt her-Chaſtity, ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. 

Jach. Your Hand: a Covenant. We will have 
theſe things ſet down by lawful Counſel, and then P11 
to the Court: Leſt the Bargain ſhould catch. cold and 


ſtarve, Fll fetch my Gals and have our two Wagers 


recorded. e 
Poſth. Agreed— | | 1676 
Gold is too mean a thing for ſuch a Bet; THER 
My Soul and Honour on her Truth I'd ws LB 


8 CEN E, Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter, in z State, Cymbeline, Queen, Cliten; Lords at 


one Door; and at another, Lucius, Trebonius, and 
Attendants. 


Cymb. Now ſay, what wou'd Auguſtus Cæſar with us ? 
Luc. When Julius Cæſar (whoſe Remembrance yet 


Lives i in Men's Eyes; and will to Ears and Tongues 
D 2 Be 
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Be Theme and: Hearing ever) was in _—_ I 
And conquer d it, Caſibelan thy Uncle, * ids 
(Famous in Cæſar's Praiſes) for himſelf - A 
And his Succeſſors, gramed Rome a Tribute, GN 
Yearly three thouſand Crowns ; "OR 7 theo ae 
I left untehder*d. 22 A 
Queen. And to kill the Marvail, - CT zu. 
Shelf de w eri as There 0603 15: at 
} iCloten. There may be many c. IT e A149 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain ies 
A World by 'tſelf, and we will nothing 5 pay, 
For wearing our own Noſes. 
Qusen. That Opportunity! jj 
Which they had to take from us, to reſume | 
We have again. Remember, Cymbeline,” - 
The Kings, your Royal Anceſtors ; think: na 2:0) 
The nat'ral Brav'ry of your %%; which ſtands | Wy 
As Neptune s Park, ribbed and paled in Sons 
With Rocks unſcaleable and | roaring Watersg M et 
With Sands that will not bear your ee Bolan,” 
But ſuck em up to the Top- maſt. A Kind of _ 
Cæſar made here, but made not here his Br TG 
Of Ceme, and Saw, and Owercame, With. 
(The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carry 4 
From off our Coaſt twice beaten ; and his Ships | 
Like Egg-ſhells, toſt upon our terrible Seas, 
Were broke as eaſily upon our Rocks 
For Joy whereof, the fam'd Caſſibelan, 
Who once was at the Point to maſter Cæſar, 
Made Lud's Town with rejoicing Fires A 
And Britons ſtrut with Courage. | 
Cut. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid. 
Our Kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and 
as I ſaid, there are no more ſuch Cæſars; others of *em 
*may have cr ook d Noſes, but to own ſuch {trait ns, 
none. Ys 
mb. Son, let your Mother * : YE FH. 55 + 46d 
84 3 Clot. 
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Cr. We have yet many among us can gripe as hard 
as Caſſibelan; I do not ſay Lam one, but I have a 
Hand. Why Tribute ? If Cefar can hide. the Sun 


from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon in his 
Pocket, we will pay r 3 ive Light _ 


Sir, no more Tribute. 10 no 2014 
mb. Till the injurious Roman did extorti 
This Tribute from us, we were free. Cæſar's Antbicion - 


Which ſwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtreten 


The Sides o- th. World 3 agaihſt all Colour, here 
Did put the Yoke on us; which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike People. Say to Cæſar, 

Our Anceſtor was that Muimuſtius, who 
Ordain'd our Laws; whoſe Uſe, the Sword of Cæſar 
Hath too much mangled, whoſe Repair and Franchize, 
Shall by the Pow'r we hold, be our good Deed, 
Tho? x — be therefore angry: That lee e, 


Who was the firſt of Britain, which did put 


His Brows within a goltlan: ee au call'd 
Himſelf a King. | F Y 
Luc. I'm ſorry, Pw wy by, 4 to i as, 
That I am to pronounce park * d e193 vcr, 
(Ceſar, that has more Kings his Servants, than | 
Thyſelf domeſtick Officers): thine Enemy. 
Receive it from me then. War and Confaſion, | 
In Cæſar's Name, pronounce I *gainſt thee : Look 
For Fury not. to be reliſted. —Thus , 
I thank thee for myſelf. 
Cymb, Thou'rt welcome, Caius 
Thy Cæſar knighted me; Part of my Youth... 
Did I ſpend under him, and gather'd Honoun ; 
And he ſhall find in ſtriving to regain it, © 
We thought the Wreath was worth contending for. 
Beſides, I'm not to learn, that the Pannonians, 
And the Dalmatians, for their Liberties | 
Are now in Arms, a Precedent for Britons , 


o 
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Which, ſhould they now neglect, would 2 them coll 
| mn Ceſar ſhall not find 8 1 85 

Luc. Let Proof ſpeak. 79 

- Clet. His Majeſty bids you a Make Paſtime 
with us a Day or two, or longer: If you ſeek us after- 
wards on other Terms, you ſhall. find us in our Salt- 
Water-Girdle; if you beat us out of it, it is yours: If 
you fall in the Adventure, our Crows ſhall fare the 
better for you, and there's an End. | 


Cymb. I know 122222 Maſter” 8 Pleaſure, and he mine. 
( Exeunt. 


” 
-- 
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Enter Imogen alone. | Fa 
A Father aaa ani] a Step-dame falſe; al F by 1 | 


A fooliſh Suitor to a wedded Lady, 
Thar hath her Huſband 'baniſh'd. =O; that Huſband! 


My ſupream Crown of Grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it—Had I been Thief-ſtolen, a1 
As my two Brothers, happy! but moſt-miſerable 
Is the Degree that's glorious. Bleſs'd be thoſe, 
How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeſt Wills, 


Which Toulon Comfort. , 
Emter Piſanio ond Jachimo. 


Piſan. Sn, a noble Gentleman of Rome, $ 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. | Exit Piſanio. 
Jach. Change you, Madam? ; 
The worthy Peſtbumus, my Friend's in Safety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 

Imog. Thanks, good Sir; 
You're kindly welcome. 

Fach. All of her that is out of Non moſt rich ! 


If ſhe be furniſh'd with a Mind ſo rare, 


She 
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She is alone th* Arabian Bird; and I 8 
Have loſt the Wager. —Boldneſs be my Friend ; 


Arm me, Audacity, from Head to Foot; 


Or, like the Parthian, 1 ſhall flyin g fight, 
Rather directly fly. 

Imog. | reads.] He is one of the nobleft Nate, to 
6. qyhoſe Kindneſſes I am moſt infinitely tyed. Reflett 
upon him accordingly, as you value your trueſt 

PosTHumvus.” 
So far I read aloud. 
But ev*n the very Middle of my Heart 1205 
Is warm'd by th' reſt, and takes it thankfully.— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I | 
Have Words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
In all that I can do. 
Fach. Thanks, faireſt Lady— 
What! are Men mad ? Hath Nature giv 'n them Eyes 
To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Cope 
Of Sea and Land, which can diſtinguiſh *twixt 
The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Upon the humbl'd Beach? And can we not 
Partition make, with TY ſo precious 
Twixt fair and foul? 
Imog. What makes your Admiration ? 
Jach. It cannot be i th*Eye, nor yet i th Judgment; 
For Idiots, in this Caſe of Favour, wou'd 
Be wiſely definite. 
Imog. What is't, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 
Jach. Thanks, Madam, well. [ſeech you? 
ſmog. Continues well my Lord ? His Health, be- 
Jach. Well, Madam. 
Imog. Is he diſpos-d to Mirth ? I hope he is. 
Zach, Exceeding pleaſant, Madam, he is calFd 
The Eritiſb Reveller. 
Imog. When he was here | 


— — matt Rs 
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Hie did incline to ee mad —. 


The jolly Briton laughs, while his Lungs can laſt; 


Cries, Oh! can my Sides hold? To think a Man, | 


And hear him mock the 3 i. Leven knows, 


More thankfully. —Poſfſeſs'd of ſuch a Treaſure !— 


Deſerves your Pity 75 


was about to ſay, enjoy your Sh but 


Not knowing why. 

Fach. I never aw tia ſad. watts A orreter 
There is a Frenchman his — „„ 
Who doats upon a Gallian Girl at home; 1107 
Who furniſhes your Poſthumns with Mirth: . 


Who knows by Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof, 
What Woman is, ſhou'd chuſe to languifn out 7 
His Hours for aſſur'd r A cm 

Imog. Will my Lord ſay ſos? 5 ; 
Jach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in Flood with 
It! is a Recreation to be by, 


Fa 


Some Men are much to blame. 
mog. Not he, I hope? 
Jach. Not he. But yet Heay'n's Benn might bau us d 


Whilſt I am bound to wonder, 1 am W 
To pity too. 
mog. What do you pity, Sir ? 
Jach. Two Creatures heartily. | 
Imog. Am J one, Sir? -: 
You look on me ; what Wreck diſcern Jn in me, 


Fach. Lamentable ! What, : | 

To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 
P th* Dungeon by a Snuff? 
Imog. I; pray you, Sir, | 
Deliver with more Openneſs your Anſwers 
To my Demands. Why do you pity me? 

Jacb. That others do, 


It is an Office of the Gods to e it; 
Not mine to ſpeak ont. 


1 


Imog. 


po) we 
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Inog. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you, 
Since doubting Things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be ſure they do; diſcover to me 


What you both ſpur and ſtop. 


Fach. Had I this Cheek 
To bath my Lips upon ; this Hand, whoſe 0 
Whoſe ev'ry Touch would force the F eeler's Soul 
To th* Oath of Loyalty; this Object, which 
Takes Pris' ner the wild Motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here; ſhou'd I (damn'd Thought ! 
Slaver with Lips as common as the Stairs 


That mount the Capitol; join Gripes with Hands 


Made hard with hourly Falſhood as with Labour? 
Then glad myſelf by gazing on an Eye 

Baſe and unluſt'rous? Who does this, *twere fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell, ener at one Time 
Encounter ſuch Revolt. 

Imog. My Lord, I fear, 


Has forgot Britain. 


Fach. And himſelf. Not i: 
Inclin'd to this Intelligence, Pronounce 


The Begg'ry of this Change; but tis your Ge 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my Tongue, 


Charms this Report out. 
Imog. Let me hear no more. NMxeart 
Fach. O deareſt Soul! your Cauſe doth ſtrike my 


With Pity, that doth make me ſick. A Lady 


So fair, and faſten'd to an ne | | 
Would make the greateft King's Revenue double.— | 


Shou'd you be partner'd with feafed Ventures, 


That play with all Infirmities, for Gold, 


Which Rottenneſs lends Nature ?—Be reveng'd, 


Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and vou 


Recoil from your great Stock. 


Imog. Reveng d, alas! 
How ſhou'd I be reveng'd, if this be rrue? 
- * 


( 
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(As I have ſuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe;) if it be true, 
How ſhall I be reveng'd? _ 
Fach. Shou'd he make me | 
Live like Diana's Prieſteſs *twixt cold Sheets, 
While he is vaulting variable Ramps _. | 
In your Deſpight, and with your Purſe ? * LIP it.— 
I dedicate mylelf to your ſweet Pleaſure, | 
More noble than that Runagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faſt to r Aﬀections, 
Still cloſe as ſure. 
Imog. What ho! 5 S 
Fach.. Let me my Service tender on your "7 1 
Imog. Away! -I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee: If thou wer't honourable, 
Thou wou'd'ſt have told this Tale for Virtue, not 
For ſuch an End thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe as ſtrange : _ 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who 1s as far 
From thy Report, as thou from Honour; and 
Sollicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Piſanio! 
The King, my Father, ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſault; if he ſhall think it fit, 
A ſaucy Stranger in his Court, to mart 
Asin a Romiſh. Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly Mind to us; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not reſpects at all.— What, ho, Pi/anio !— 
Fach. O happy Friend! 
Thy faithful Imogen deſerves thy Love 
And thy moſt perfect Goodneſs well rewards 
Her afſur'd Credit May you long live bleſt! 
Pardon the ſtrange Preſumption of my Tongue ; z 
It was to prove it your affianc'd Vows 
Were deeply rooted. Pofthumns is one, 
The trueſt manner'd, ſuch a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him; x f 
Men's Hearts are his, of io Imog. 
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Tmog. You ſeem to make amends. . 
ach. He ſits mong Men like a deſcended God 
He hath a Kind of Honour ſets him off, 
More than a Mortal ſeeming. ' Pe not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur'd, 
To try your taking of a falſe Report, which hath 
Honour'd with Confirmation your great Judgment, 


In the Election of a Sir ſo rare, - 
Which you know cannot err. The Love I bear him 


Made me to fan you thus; but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your t 

Imog. All's well, Sir; take my Pow'r i' th' Court for yours. 

Jach. My humble Thanks. I had almoſt forgot 
T' intreat your Grace but in a ſmall Requeſl, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your Lord; myſelf, and other noble Friends 
Are Partners in the Buſineſs. 

Imog. Pray, what is't ? 

Fach. Some Dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
| (Beſt Feather of our Wing,) have mingled Sums 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor, 

Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done; 

Tis Plate of curious Workmanſhip, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite Form, their Value great, 
And, Tam ſomething curious, being a Stranger, 

To have em in ſafe Cuſtody : May't t pleaſe you 
To take them in Protection. 
Imog. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine Honour for their Safety. Since 
My Lord hath Int'reſt in them, I will 8 them 
Within my Cloſet. 

Jach. They are in a Cheſt, 
Artended by my Men; I will make bold 
To fend them inſtantly. —Burt for this Night; 
J muſt aboard to-morrow. 


Imog. O no, no. 
| E 2 Fach. 
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Fach. The Time calls on me; I muſt wait on th' 
To tender him our Prefents.—If you greet 06 (2D 
Your Lord with n write them t 
Imog. I will. 
The Night grows on us; fare you well, my Lewd: 
Send your Cheſt to me, it ſhall be ſafe be, 
And truly yielded you. 
Fach. ¶ Looking after Ber] I humbly thanx 
' Your Highneſs.— l Imogen. 
Whither Eyes !—where wou rd you wander ? 
They're loſt in viewing her ſupream Perfections. 
My Soul is fied to Inogen's fair Boſom. 
The Dragon that ſhou'd watch th* Heſperian F rut 
Is lulPd afleep. Suſpicion wakes no more. 
The Cheſt conveys me. So, deluded Troy 
| Receiv'd the fatal Engine big with Greeks, - . 
And ſoon Deſtruction follow d. „„ Soria 


Enter Cloten an two Lordi. 

Cb. Was there ever Man had ſuch Luck! when 1 
kiſs'd the Jack upon an Upcaſt to be hit away ! I had a 
hundred Pound upon't: and then a whoreſon Jack- 
anapes muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I borrowed 
my Oaths of him, and might not ſpend 'em at my 
Plcaſure. 

I/. Lord, What got he by that? You have broke his 
Pate with your Bowl. _. 

24 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it, 
it would have run all out. [ Hide. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to Heear, it is 
not for any Standers- by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2d Lerd. No my Lord nor crop the Ears of em. 

Clot. Whoreſon Dog! I give him Satisfaction W ou'd 
he had been one of my Rank ! 

24 Lord. To have ſmelt him likea Fool. LAlde. 

Clot. I am not more vext at any thing in the 
Earth,. —A Pox on't! I had rather not be lo noble 
as 
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as Jam; they dare not fight with me, becauſe of the 
Queen my Mother; every Jack-ſlave hath his Belly- 
full of fighting, and I muſt go up and down, like a 
Cock that nobody can match. 

224 Lord. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake 
every Companion that you give offence to. 
$ No, I know that: but it is fit I ſhould com- 
mit Offence to my Inferiors. 

2d Lord. Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. 

Clot, Why, ol ſay. 

J Lord. Did you hear of a Stranger that's come to 
Court to- night? 

Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on t! 
2d Lord. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows 
it not. | [Alde. 

1/t Lord. There's an Tralian come, and it's thought 
one of Poſthumus's Friends. 

Clot. Poſthumus is a baniſhed Raſcal ; and he's ano- 
ther whatſoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? 

1/} Lord. One of your Lordſhip's Pages. 

Clor. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there no 
Derogation in it ? 

2d Lord. You cannot e my Lord. 

Clat. Not eaſily I think. | 
24 Lord. You are a Fool granted, therefore your 

Iſſues being fooliſh, do not derogate. Ade. 

Clot. Come, rll go ſee this Tralian what I have loft 

WOE at Bowls, I'll win to-night of him. [ Exeunt. 


8 C E NE, 4 magnificent Bed- Chamber, 


Imogen djervered reading i in ber Bed; Helen attending. 


mog. Who's there? — My Woman Helen? 
Hel. Pleaſe you, Madam. | [ſent ? 
{meg. Where have you plac'd the Cheſt the Stranger 
Hel. In — Cloſet as you order'd, Madam. 
| [ Pointing to the Cloſet, 
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Imog. What Hour is it? 

Hel. Almoſt Midnight, Madam. 

nog. Mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left to "5 WY 5. 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 


And if thou canſt awake by four o'Clock, 


Ipr'ytheecall me.--Sleep 5 ſeiz d me wholly. ang Hel. 
To your Protection I commend me, Gods; 

From Fairies and the Tempters of the N ight ; . 
Guard me, beſeech ye" 1 AR I Heeps. 


Jachimo comes es from the Cloſet 


Fach. The Crickets ſing, and Man's o 'rlabour'd Senſe 


Repairs itſelf by Reſt. Our Tarquin thus 


Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 

The Chaſtity he wounded. —Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed! Freſh Wa | 
And whiter than the Sheets! that I might touch! 
But kiſs, one Kiſs !—Rubies unparagon'd !— b; 
How dearly they ſend forth the rich Perfume, 
That by her Leg fills the Chamber thus! 


The Flame o' th* Taper 


Bows tow'rd her, and would ander-peep her Lids 


To fee th* incloſed Light, now canopy'd | 
Under theſe Windows: : White, with Azure lac'd, 
The Blue of Heaven's own tinct - But my Deſign” 8 
To note the Chamber I will write all down. _ 
Such, and ſuch, Pictures there, the Window l 
Th' Adornment of her Bed: the Arras Figures 
Ah! but ſome nat'ral Notes about her Body, 
Above Ten Thouſand meaner Moveables 

Wou'd teſtify, t' enrich my Inventory. 

O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her! 
And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 

Thus in a ne os {rpg off, come off — 


[Taking off ber Fracelet. 
As 


Re, 
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As ſlippery as the Gordian Knot was hard: — 
*Tis mine; and-this will witneſs outwardly, 
As ſtrongly as the Conſcience does within, 
To th' Madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 
A Mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimfon Drops 
P th* Bottom of a Cowſlip. Here's a Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law cou'd make: This Secret 
Will force him think I've pick'd the Lock, and ta en 
The Treaſure of her Honour. She's been reading 
The Tale of Tereus; here's the Leaf turn'd down, 
Where Philomele gave up—lI have enough.— 
To the Cheſt again, and ſhut the Spring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, ye Dragons of the Night! that Dawn 
May bear the Raven's Eye. I lodge in Fear; 
| -Fho? that's a heav'nly Angel, Hell is here. 
[Goes into the Cloſet ; the Scene fbuts, 


— 
— 


End of the Second AF, 
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Poſh. EARir not, Sir; I lh I were ſo fine) 


They failing, I ſhall die your Debtor much. 


But here comes Jacbimo. 


M oM 
PS 7 N., 75 I 35 8 We 
e l 8 „ IT, 

A * „ 


r u. 8 0E N E 1. 
The Anbaſſader's Hoſe. 
| Enter Poſthumus and Philario, 


To win the King as Lam bold her Honour 
Will remain hers. 
But J muſt ſtill abide the Change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent Winter's State, and wiſh 


That warmer Days wou'd come; in theſe poor Hopes, 
I do but barely gratify your Love ; 


Phil. Your Goodneſs, and your Company o'erpays me, | 


Enter Jachimo. 


Fach. Your Lady, Sir, 
Is of the faireſt I &er look'd upon. 

Poſth. And therewithal the beſt ; or let her Beauty 
Look thro? a Caſement to allure falſe Hearts, 
And be falſe with them. 

Fach. Here are Letters for you. 

Pefth. Their Tenour good, I truſt. 

Fach. Tis very like. 

Poſth. Sparkles this Stone as it was wont ? or is't not 
Too dull for your good Wearing ? 

Fach, 


ne. 


cb. 
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Fach. Gr 3 N 
I ſhou'd have loft the Wottti of | it n in = ; 
But as it is, both Gold and Ring ate 

Paſtb. The Stone's too hatd t 5 come 1257 
Fach. Not a Whit, © : 
Your Lady being ſo 1 

Poſth. Make not, Sir, 
Your Loſs, your Sport ; I opt 9 5 Lüsw tht Nn 
Muſt not continue Friends. 

Fach. Good Sir, we'muſt, 
If you keep Covenant: Had I not — | 
The Knowledge of your Miſtreſs back, I grant 

We were to 9 ueſtion farther z but I now 
Profeſs myſelf the Winner of her Honour, 
Together with your Ring, and not the Wronger 


Of her, or you, having proceeded but 


By both your Wills. 
Paſtb. If you can make't apparent 4 
That you have taſted her in Bed, my Hand 


And Ring are yours; if not, che foul Opinion, 


Lou had of her pure Honour, gains or loſes 
Your Sword or mitie, or maſterleſs leaves both 
To who ſhall find them. 

Jacb. Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo near the Truth as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe ; whoſe Strength 


1 will confirm with Oath, which" I doubt not, 


You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 


You need jt not. 


Paſtb. Proceed. 

Jach. Firſt her Bed-chamber,— 
(Where, I confeſs, I ſlept not; but E profeſs 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hung 
With Tapeſtry of Silk, and Silver ; the Story, 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cydnus ſwell'd above the Banks, or for 
The Ereſs of Boats, or Pride. A Piece of Wark 


So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ſtrive 1 
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In Workmanſhip and Value; which, I wonder'd, 
Cou'd be fo rarely and exactiy wrought, of ect 
Since the true Life on't was 1 $0 
Poſth. Why, this is true: | 8 
And this you might have heard of, here by me, 
Or by ſome other. e 
Jacb. More Particulas ts 
Mut juſtify. my Knowledge. | | 
Poſth. So they muſt, 
Or do your Honour Injury. 
Fach. The Chimney. _: 
Is South the Chamber; and the Ee: 
Chaſt Dian bathing: Never ſaw I Figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter | 
(Such was his Art) ſeems to have o ertook Nature, 
Motion and Breath left out.. | Gs 
Pofth. This is a thing, © © 
Which you might from Relation ie vit lem; i 
Being, as tis, much ſpoke of. 1 
Jach The Roof of thi Chamber . EN 
With golden Cherubims is fretted: Th en. | 
(I had 3 them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one Foot W N 
Depending on their Brands. 
Peaſth. What's this t her Honour! 2 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all * 
Praiſe be to your Remembrance, the Deſcription 
Of what is in. her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid. 1 
Fach. Then, if you can, | Pulling out the Bracelet. 
Be pale; I beg but leave to air this Jetel; ſee | 
And now *tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your Diamond.,—PI! keep them. 
Poſth. Fove |! 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that, 
Which I left with her? 
Fach. Sir, I thank her, That: 
She ſtripp'd it from her Arm, I fee her yet, 
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Her pretty Action did outſell her Gift, 

And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 

And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. cat 

* Poſh. She pluck'd it off 

To ſend it me. | 

ach. She writes fo to Jou, uber ſhe ? 

Poſth. O NO, NO, no; tis true.— Here, take this too; 3 

; @ [Giving his Ring. 


It is a Baſiliſt unto mine Eye, 
Kills me to look on't; let there be no Honour, 


Where there is Beauty; Truth, where Semblance ; Love, 
Where there's another Man.— The Vows of Women 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they're made, 
Than they are to their Virrues, which 1s nothing; 3 
O, above meaſure falſe— 
| Phil. Have Patience, Sir, 

And take your Ring again: tis not yet v won; 
It may be probable the loſt it; or, 
Who knows, one of her Women, being corrupred, 
Might not have ſtol'n it from her ? 

Poſth. Very true, 

And fo, I hope, he came by't; 1 my 7 Rig: — 
Render to me ſome corp'ral Sign about her, 
More evident than this; for this was ſtol'n. 

Fach. By Jupiter, Thad it from her Arm. 

Pofth. Hark you, he ſwears | by Jupiter he ſwears!— 
"Tis true, —nay keep the Ring. Tis true; Pm ſure 
She cou*d not loſe it; her Attendants are 
All honourable ; they induc'd to ſteal it 
And by a Stranger! — No, he hath enjoy'd her. — 
The Cognizance of her Incontinency 
Is this, ſhe hath bought the Name of Whore thus dearly. 
There, take thy Hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themſelves between you! 

Phil. Sir, be patient; 

This is not ſtrong enough to be beliey d, 


Of « one perſuaded well of — C21 | 
F 2 Poſh. 
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Peſtb. Never 8 ont: | 
She's falſe, Phila; perjuyd—— 7885 Ay 
Fach. If yop te «A _ 
For farther Satisfaction; on her Breaſt, | 
Worthy the preſſing, lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. _ By. my Life, 
I kiſs'd it, and it gave me pre ſent unger 
To feed again, tho” full. You do remember 


* 0 
: 
1 


This Stair upon fer ? 


Pojib. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another Stain, as big as Hell can hold.— 
O chat I had her here, to tear her limb- meal! 
I will go there, and do't i 3 . bee 1 
Her Father. III do ſomer ing — — K 
Phil; Quite beſides | 1 
The Government of Patience 2 er won.— 
Let's follow him and avert the preſent Wrath 
He hath againſt himſelf. 


Tal. With all my Heart. [Exeunt, 
Re-enter Poſthumus, | 


Poſth. Ts there no Way for Men to be, but « Women 
Muſt be Half Workers: we are Baſtards all; 
And that moſt venerable Man, I once 
Did deem my Father, was I know not where 
When I was ſtampt ; and yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that Time; fo doth my Wife 
The Nan-pareil of this on, Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe reftrain'd, 
And . me oft” Forbearance; did it with 
A Pudency ſo roſie, the ſweet View on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn — that I thought her 
As chaſte as unſunn'd ſnow. Oh, all the Devils. 
This yellow Fachimo in an Hour —was't not ?— 
Or leſs ; perchance at firſt ? —Cou'd I find out 
Phe Woman's Part in me for there's no Motion 


That 
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That tends to Vice in Man, but I affir m 

It is the Woman s Part ; be't Lying, note itt. 
The Woman's Flatt'ring, hers; Deceiving, hers z 
- Luſt and rank Thoughts hers, hers Revenges, hers; 
XZ Ambitions, Covetings, Change of Prides, Difdain, 
Nice Longings, Slanders, Mutability; 

All. Faults that may be nam'd, nay, that Hell knows, 
Why her's, in part, or all; butrather all ;--forev'n toVice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill ; 

One Vice but of a 3 old, for one = 
Not half fo old as To curſe them is in vain. 

He who deteſts the Sex, ſhould rather pray 

That they may have their own fantaſtic Will; 

The very Devils cannot Plague: them better. [Exrt. 


S C E N E, cymbeline- s. Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, e e 
and Lords. 


Dok, Thus far, and ſo farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir. | 
My Emperor hath wrote; I muſt from hence; 
And am right ſorry, that I muſt report you 
My Maſter's, Enemy, 

Cymb. Our Subjects, 8 
Will not endure his Yoke; and for Ourſelf 
To ſhew leſs Sov reignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-kinglike. 

Luc. All I now requeſt 
Is a ſafe. Conduct over Land to Milford; 

And that Trebonius, as my Harbinger, 

May freely paſs your Tents, 

 _Cymb. It is our Will, 

The Lords we have appointed for that Office 

C | Phou'd | in no Part omit your Dye of Honour. 
Altend 
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But muſt be look d to ſpeedily and ſtrongly. 
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Attend Trehonius till he's paſt the Field, 
Where we have ſpread our Camp. [Ex ZLord and Treb, 
Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 
Ct. Receive it friend ly; ; but from this time forth 
I wear it as your Enemy. | 
Luc. Th' Event ml 1 
Is yet to name the Winner. —Healeh, attend WT 
Your Majeſty. N N 
Cymb. Lords, leave not noble 7 INOS 
"Till he has cralsu the Severn. Fare you well. 
E Lucius and Lords. 
geen. He goes hence frowning, but i it honours us 
Thar we have g giv'n him Cauſe. 4 
* Clot. *Tis all the better; | 
Your valiant Britons have their Wiſhes in it. 
mb. Lucius has wrote already to Auguſtus 
How it goes here; it fits us therefore ripely, | 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in Readineſs ; j 
The Pow'rs that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 


His War for Britain. 
ween. *Tis not ſleepy Buſineſs; 


SIR 8 : 
L- * 12 


Cymb. Our Expectation that it ſhou'd be thus, 
Has made us forward: let the Front of War | 
Extend itſelf; we're ready for th? Encounter. [ Exennt, 


Enter Piſanio, reading 4 Letter. 

Piſan. How | of Adult'ry ? Wherefore write you not | 
What Monſters have accus'd her? Pofthumus ! 
Oh, Maſter, what a ſtrange Infection 
Is fall'n into thy Ear? who hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready Hearing ? Diſloyal ? no, 
Sne's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Geddeſ5-like, than Wite-like, ſuch Aſſaults 


As wou'd take in ſome Virtue. Oh, my Maſter ! : 


4 
20 
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Thy Mind to her is now as low, as were 
T. = Fortunes. How? that I ſhou'd ate AYP her ' Sh 
Upon the Love and Truth and Vows, which ! 
578 made to thy Command 1—I, her! —her Blood! 
Af it be fo to do good Service, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable.— How look I, 

That I ſhou'd ſeem to lack Humanity . 
SomuchasthisFatcomesto?[ Reads. J. Do t=-the Letter 
« That I have ſent her, by her own Command Is 
<« Shall give thee: Opportunity.” Damn'd Paper! 
Black as the Ink that's on thee : ſenſeleſs Bauble! . 

Art thou a Fœdarie for this Act, and look ſt 
So W without? Lo, here ſhe comes. 


? 
* __ 
* " 2280 
* 
. . bY. 
+5 
* be. 
Y 


8. 


Enter Imogen and. Helen, 


Imog. *Tis loſt! but how 9 not Hu, haſte, 
Search for a Jewel, that too caſually 
Hath left mine Arm. —It was thy Maſter's ; ſhrew me, 
If I wou'd loſe it for a Revenue 
Of any King in Europe. I do think 
I ſaw't this Morning; confident I am, 
Laſt Night *rwas on my Arm; I kiſſed it. 
I hope it be not gone to tell my Lord. 
That I kiſs aught but him. 
Helen. Twill not be loſt. at) 
Imog. J hope ſo, go and ſearch — [Exit Fd | 
How now, Piſanis 3 ? | | 
Piſan. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord. ..-> 
Imog. Thy Lord! that is my Lord! my Poſthumus 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtrologer 78 
That knew the Stars, as J his Characters: 
He'd lay the Future open. — You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd reliſh of Love, +7 -F 
Of my Lord's Health, of his Content, —yet not 
That we two are aſunder ; let that grieve him! 
Some Griefs are med'cinable. — Wax, thy Leave, 


Bleſt be the Bees, that make theſe Locks of Counſel. 
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[Reads] Tulffitt and your Father's Wrath, 2 he 


take me in his Dominion; coutd not bt jo g to the 1 
but you, bb the dearsft of Crebiures, tod 1 
reneth me with your Eyes. Take notice, that I um 
in Cambria, af Milford-Haveii : what our o 
Love will o of this adviſe you, follow; So, bt 
wiſhes you all Happineſs, that remains loyal js his 
| 2 ah yours . # Lee. Peſtnumus, 


How 2 tis thither. A Gb of med 1 A 

May plod it in a Week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a Day ? then, de Piſamo, 

Who long' ſt like me _ ſee thy Lord; who long' ſt. 
(Oh, let me bate) but not TA me; yet long'ſt,— 
But in a fainter kind—Oh, not like me; : 
For mine's beyond, beyond Say, how far tis | 


To this ſaid bleſſed Milford: and by the Way, Mees 


Tell me how Fales was made ſo h 

T* inherit ſuch a Haven. But firſt 6 og 
How we may ſteal from hence? And for the Gap 
That we ſhall make'in Time, from our hence going 
Till our Return, t excuſe -I pr 'ythee ſpeak; 
How many Score of Miles' may we well ride 
Twixt Hour and Hour? - © 

Piſan. One Score *twixt Sun ah Sin, 

Madam s, enough for you; and too much too. 

Imog. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Cou'd never go fo ſlow: Pve heard of Wagers, 
Where Horſes have been nimbler than the Sands 
That run i th Clock's Behalf— Nut this is 90 
Go, bid my Wotan feign a Sickneſs, ſay, 
She'll home t' her Father : and provide me preſent” | 
A Riding-ſuit, no coſtlier than wou d _ 
A Franklin's Houſewife, 

Piſan. Madam, you'd beſt conſicer. 

* 80 1 do. | 


* 
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It is my Huſband calls; he bids me fly 
To chear his comfortleſs, and mournful Steps; 
Tis for my fake, he wanders thus forlorn! — 
I come, O Poſthumus On thee reclin'd | 
I ſhall forget that Cymbeline is cruel. [ Excunt, 


SCENE, 4 Fireſt with a Cave. 
Enter Belarius; Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Belar. A goodly Day !—Sce, Boys, this lowly Roof 
Inſtructs you how t? adore the Heav'ns, and bows you 
To Morning's holy Office. Gates of Monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that Giants may jet thro”, 
And keep their impious Tarbands on, without 
Good-mortow to the Sun.— Hail, thou fair Heav'n! 
We houſe Y th* Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 
As prouder Livers do. 

Guid. Hail Heav'n 

Arvir. Hail Heav'n! 
Helar. Now for our Mountain ſport; up to yon Hill, 
Your Legs are young: I'Il tread theſe Flats. —Conſider, 
| When you, above, perceive me like a Crow, 
That it is Place that leſſens, and ſets off; 
And you may then revolve what Tales I told you, 
Of Courts, of Princes, of the Tricks in War; 
That Service is not Service, ſo being done, 
But being ſo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a Profit from all things we fee : 
And often to our Comfort ſhall we find 
The ſharded Beetle in a ſafer Hold, | 
Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh, this Life 
Is nobler than attending for a Check; | 
Richer than doing nothing for vain Titles; 
Prouder than ruſtling, in unpaid-for Silk. 
Cuid. Out of your Proof you ſpeak ; we, poor unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from View o' th' Neſt; nor know 
e 8 What 
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What Air's from F Haply, this Life is belt, 
If quiet Lite 1 Su beſt 5 to you, 

That have a known; well correſponding | 
With your if Age; but unto * it is 

A Cell of Ign'rance; travelling a- bed; 

A Priſon, for a Debtor that not dares 

To ſtride a Limit. 

Arvir. What ſhall we ſpeak os 
When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How, 

In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 

The freezing Hours away ? We have ſeen nothing; 
We're beaſtly; ſubtle as the Fox for Prey; 

As warlike as the Wolf for what we eat: 

Our Valour is to chaſe what flies; our Cage 

We make a Choir, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 

Who freely ſings, yet pants, and beats his Wings 
Impatient of Reftraint, tho” fed to the full. 

Helar. Did you but know the City's Uſuries, | 
And felt them knowingly ; the Art o' th' Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe Top to climb. 

Is certain falling ; or ſo ſlipp'ry, that x 
The Fear's as bad as falling ; the Toil of War, 

A Pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out Danger 

Pth* Nameof Fame and Honour; which dies i ch ' Search, 
And hath as oft' a ſland' rous Epitaph, | Pa 
As Record of fair A&.—Oh, Boys, this Story 

The World may read in me: my Body's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my Report was once 

Firſt with the beſt of Note. Cymbeline lov'd me; 
And when a Soldier was the Theme, my Name 

Was not far off: then was I as a Tree, 

Whoſe Boughs did bend with fruit. But, in one Night, 
A Storm, or Robb'ry, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves; 
And left me bare to Weather. 

Guid, Uncertain Fayour! | | 

| Belar. 
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Belar. My Fault being nothing, as I have told you oft, 
But that two Villains (whoſe falſe Oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect Honour) ſwore to Cymbeline, 
I was Confed'rate with the Romans: ſo, 
Follow'd my Baniſhment ; and, theſe twerty Years, 
This Rock, and theſe Demeaſnes have been my World; 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt Freedom ; paid 
More pious Debts to Heaven, than in all 
The Fore-end of my Time.—But up to th* Mountains: 
This is not Hunter's Language; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord of th* Feaſt ; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 
And we will fear no Poiſon, which attends 
In place of greater State: I'll meet you i' th' Vallies. 
Axvir. We go, my Lord. Why are we thus confin'd 
To war with Beaſts, when we wou'd ſtrike at Men? 
| Exeunt Guiderius and Arviragus. 
Belar. How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature! 
Theſe Boys know little they are Sons to tir King; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they're mine. Althoꝰ train'd up thus meanly, 
P th? Cave, wherein they bow, their Thoughts do hit 
The Roof of Palaces; and Nature prompts them, 
In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the Trick of others. This Paladin, 
(The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The King his Father call'd Guiderius) Fove! 
When on my Three-foot-ſtool I ſit, and tell 
The warlike Feats I've done, his Spirits fly out 
Into my Story: ſay, thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus I ſet my Foot on's Neck; ev'n then 
The princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in Poſture 
That acts my Words. — The younger Brother, Cadwall, 
(Once Arviragus) in as like a Figure, 
Strikes Life into my Speech, and ſhews much more 


His own conceiving.—Hark ! the Game is rouz'd. — 
bo 2 Oh 
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Oh Cymbeiine! Heav'n and my Conſcience know, | 
Thou did'ſt unjuſtly banith me; whereon, 

At three, and two years old, I ſtole theſe Babes; 
Thinking, thereby,. to bar thee of Succeſſion, 
As thou unjuſtly reft'ſt me of my Lands. i. 


> C EN E, Another Part of the Foreſt. 


Enter I wogen and Piſanio. 
[the Place | 
Tay: Thou told'ſt me, when we came from Horſe, 
Was near at hand.  Neer long'd my Mother ſo 
To fee me firit, as I do now.— Piſanio, 
Where is Peſtbumus? What is in thy Mind 
_ Fhat makes thee ſtare thus? W herefore breaks that Sigh, 
From th' Inward of thee ? One but painted thus 
Wov'd be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond Seit-explication. Put thyſelf 
Into a *Haviour of leſs Fear, ere Wildneſs 
Vanquiſh my Stayder Senſes. — What's the Matter? 
Why offer'ſt thou that Paper to me, with 
A Look untender ? If't be Summer News, 
Smile to't before; if Winterly, thou nee d'ſt 
But keep that Count'nance ſtill. My Huſband's Hand ? 
I fear all js not well.— Speak, Man; thy Tongue 
May take off ſome Extremity, which to read 
W ole be ev'n mortal to me. 
Piſan. Pleaſe you read; 
| And you ſhall find me, wretched Man, a Thing - 
The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune, . | 
Imog. | Reads] Thy Miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play'd the 
Strumpet in my Bed; the Teſtimonies whereof lie 
.. bleeding in me. 1 ſpeak not out of weak Surmiſes, 
 * bat from Proof as ſtrong as my Grief, and as cer- 
lain as I expett my Revenge. That Part thou, Pi- 
| ſanio, muſt af for me, if thy Faith be net tainted 
with the Breach of bers; let thine Heuds take 1 | 
| A - - 478 | 
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her Life : T ſhall give thee Opportunity at Milford- 
Haven. She hath my Letter for the Purpoſe ;, where 
if thou fear to ſtrike, and to make me certain it is 
done, thou art the Pander to her Diſhonour, and 
equally to me difloyal. { Faints. 
Piſan. What ſhall I need to draw my Sword ? The 
Hath cut her Throat already.--No, tis Slander, {Paper 
Whoſe Edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Nile; whoſe Breath 
Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye 
All Corners of the World. Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave, 
This vip'rous Slander enters. What Chear, Madam? 
Imog. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe ? 
To lye in watch there, and to think of him? 
Toweep 'twixt Clock and Clock? If Sleep charge Nature, 
To break it with a fearful Dream on him, | 
And cry myſelf awake? That, falſe to's Bed! 
Piſan. Alas, good Lady! 
Imog. I falſe ? thy Conſcience witneſs, Fachimo — 
Thou did'ſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 
Thou then look'dſt like a Villain; now, methinks, 
Thy Favour's good enough. Some Jay of Italy 
(Whoſe Beauty was her Painting) bath betray'd him: 
Poor I am ſtale, a Garment out of Faſhion ; 
And, for Pm richer than to hang by th' Walls, 
I muſt be ript :—To pieces with me:—Oh, 
Men's Vows are Women's Traytors.— All good ſeeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Huſband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for Villainy : ; not born, where't grows ; 
Bur worn, a Bait for Ladies. 
PDiſan. Madam, hear me 
Imog. True honeſt Men, being heard, like falſe Æneas, 
Were in his Time thought falſe ; And Sinoms Weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy Tear; took Pity 
From moſt true Wretchedneſs. 80 thou, Poſthumus, 


Wilt lay the Leven to all proper Men; | 
| Goodly 


$ 
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Goodly and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd 
From thy great Fail. Come, Fellow, be thou a, 
Do thou thy Maſter's Bidding : when thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my Obedience. Look! 

draw the Sword myſelf ; take it, and hit 
The innocent Manſion of my Love, my Heart; 
Fear not, *tis empty of all Things, but Grief; 
Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeed | 
The Riches of it. Do his Bidding, ſtrike ;— 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe, 
But now thou ſeem*ſt a Coward. 

Piſan. Hence, vile Inſtrument! 
Thou ſhalt not damn my Hand. 

Imog. Why, I muſt die; 
And if I do not by thy Hand, thou art | 
No Servant of thy Maſter's. Gainſt Self- aber | 
There is a Prohibition ſo Divine, 
That cravens my weak Hand: Come, here's my diert 
Pr'ythee diſpatch ; the Lamb entreats the Butcher. 
Thou art too ſlow to do thy Maſter's 8 

When I deſire it too. 

Piſan. O gracious Lady 
Since I receiv'd Command to do this Buſineſs, 
I have not ſlept one Wink. | 

Imog. Do't, and to Bed then. 

Piſan. I'll break mine Eye-Balls firſt, 

Imog. Ah, wherefore then 
Did'ſt undertake it ? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Miles with a mot ? this Place ? 
Mine Action, and thine own? our Horſes' Labour? 
The Time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent ? whereunto I never 
Purpoſe Return. Why haſt thou gone ſo far, 
To be unbent when thou haſt ta en thy Stand, 
Th' elected Deer before thee ? 

Piſan. But to win Time 


To loſe fo bad e ment, in the which, 5 
| J have 
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J have conſider'd of a Courſe; good Lady, 
Hear me with Patience. 
Imog. Talk thy Tongue weary, ſpeak, 
P've heard I am a Strumpet, and mine Ear, 
(Therein falſe ſtruck) can take no _ Wound, 
Nor Tent to bottom that. 

Piſan. It cannot be 

But that my Maſter is abuv'd; Coun Villain, 
And ſingular in his Art, has done you both 
This curſed Injury. 

Imog. Some Courtezan. 

Piſan. No, on my Life. 

IIl give him notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody Sign of it ; for *tis commanded 
I ſhou'd do ſo. You ſhall be miſe'd at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imog. Why, good Fellow, | 
What ſhall I do the while ? where bide ? how live ? 
Or in my Life what Comfort, when Iam 
Dead to my Huſband ? | 

Piſan. If you'll back to th Court. — 

Imog. No Court, no Father, nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple Nothing, Cloter, 
That Cloten, whoſe Love-Suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. 

Piſan. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 

Imog. Where then? 

Has Britain all the Sun that ſhines ? Day, Night, 
Are they not but in Britain? Pr'ythee, think 
There's living out of Britain. 

Piſan. Pm moſt glad 
You think of other Place: th* Ambaſſador, 

Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To-marrow. Now, if you cou'd wear a Mien 
Dark as your Fortune is, haply you'll find 
The Reſidence of Poſthumus ; fo nigh at leaſt, 
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That tho? his Actions were not II 
Report ſhou'd render him hourly to EXE es, EET" 3h. ws 
As truly as he moves. OY 
Imog. O! for ſuch Means, N 
Tho? Peril to my Modeſty, not Death on't; 
I wou'd adventure. 
Pi an. Well then, here's the Point: 
You muſt forget to be a Woman, change 
Command into Obedience; Fear and Niceneſs 
(The Handmaids of all Women, or, more truly + 
Woman its pretty ſelf,) to waggiſh Courage; 5 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheeckkͤ 
Expoſing it, (but, oh, the harder Hap ! P' 
Alack, no Remedy) to the gzeedy Touch 
Of Common-kifling Titan; and forget — 692 1 
Your labourſome and dainty Trims, wherein FEELS 
You made great Juno angry. ; 
nag. Nay, be brief; 
I fee into thy End, and am almoſt 
A Man already. 
Piſan. Make yourſelf like one. 
*Forethinking this, I have already brou 8 
(They're in my Cloak-bag) Doublet, Har, Hoſe, alf 
That anſwer to them. Then preſent yourſelt 
*Fore noble Lucius, and deſire his Service. | 
Inog. Piſanio, thou'rt at preſent all the Comfort 
The Gods will here afford me:;—Phis Attempt ' 
Pm Soldier to, and will abide it with 
A Prince's Courage. —Haſte away, I pr'ythee. 
Piſan. Well, Madam, ve muſt take a ſhort coe. 
Accept this Vial, the Queen gave it me; 
What's in't is precious: if you're ſick, taſte this, 
*T will drive away Diſtemper. - To ſome Shade, 
And fit you to your Manhood. -- May the Gods 
Direct you to the beſt !—I mult to Court: 
And tho! I fear the Fury of the King, W Es. 
' Yet ſhall this Hand forth from my Boſem tear - -- 
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My ſeated Heart, ere Þ1] betray your Flight. 

Safe may your wander, ſafe again return. 
Cd to dow ot [ Exit Piſanio. 

nog. And can'ſt thou, Poſthumus, believe me falſe 2 

O fatal Jealouſy, thou raging Fiend ! 

How did'ſt thou find an Entrance to that Breaſt, 

Where Love's ſoft God inhabits ? Joy, and Peace, 

And mutual Tenderneſs are his Companions : 

But Thou bring'ſt with thee ſuch a jarring Train 

Of Doubts and Racks, Deſpair and Agonies, 

They make the Mind the Seat of Deſolation. 

Who harbours thee, a dreadful Change ſhall feel; 

For what was Heav'n before, becomes a Hell. 


End of the Third AB. 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
The Foreſt and Cove. 
Enter Imogen, in Bey 5 Charbo. 8 


Ban SEE a Man- s Life is a tedious one; CBed. — 
I've tir'd my ſelf, and made the Ground mY 

I ſhov'd be ſick, but for my Reſolution. | 
Milford, when from the Mountain thou wert ſhewn me, 
Thou wert within a Ken. O Fove ! I think | 
Foundations fly the Wretched ; ſuch, I mean, 
Where they ſhou'd be reliev'd —Two Beggars told me 
IT cou'd not miſs my Way.— Will poor Folks lie, 
That have Afflictions on them? knowing tis 
A Puniſhment, or Tryal ? Tes; no Wonder, 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true. To BYE in Fullneſs 
Is ſorer, than to lie for Need; and Falſhood 
Is worſe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord 
Thou'rt one o th* Falſe- ones; now I think on thee, 
My Hunger's gone; but evn before, I was 
At 3 to ſink for Food. — But what is this? 

[Seeing the Cave. 
Here is a Path to't. —Tis ſome ſavage Hold ; 
*T were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet Famine, 
Ere it o'erthrows weak Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and Peace breed Cowards. — Hardneſs ever 
Of Hardineſs is Mother. — Ho! — who's here? 
If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; if ſavage, 


* ake, 
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Take, or yield Food. —No Anſwer? Then Þ ll enter ; 
Beſt draw my Sword ; and if mine Enemy 
But fear the Sword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 
Grant ſuch a Foe, good Heavens a 

Goes into the Cave. 


Enter Belarius, n and Arviragus. 
| [Woodman ; 
Belar. You, mn to-day have prov'd beſt 
You're Maſter of the Feaſt : Cadwal! and I ; 
Will play the Cook, and Servant ; *tis our Match : 


Our Stomachs make what's homely ſav'ry: Wearineſs 


Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth - 
Finds the down Pillow hard. Now, Peace be here, 
Poor houſe that keep'ſt thyſelf ! 
Guid. Pm thoroughly weary. | 
Arvir. m weak with Toil, yet ſtrong in Appetite, 
Guid. There is cold Meat i th Cave. 
Belar. Stay, come not in; [ Looking in, 
But that it eats our Victuals, I ſhou'd think 
It were a Fairy, 
Guid. What's the Matter, Sir? 
Belar. By Jupiter] an Angel; or r if not, 
An earthly 8 Behold Divineneſs, 
No elder than a 1 | 


Raus W 


* Good Maſters, harm me not ; 
Before I enter*d here I calld ; and thought [troth, 
T' have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good 
1 have ſton naught, nor wou'd not, tho? I'd os. 
Gold ſtrew'd o th? Floor. Here's Money for my Meat ; 
I wou'd have left it on the Board, fo ſoon 
As I had made my Meal, and parted thence 
"With Pray'rs for the Provider |— 
Guo. Money, Youth ? | | 
ö | H 2 Arvir, 
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Alrvir. All Gold and Silver rather turn to Dirt! 14 
As tis no better reckon'd, but of choſe | 
Who worſhip dirty Gods. 

Imog. I ſee you're angry; 

Know, if you kill me for my F ault, I mod 
Have dy'd had I not made it. 

Beler. Whither bound? 
tmeg. To Milford: Haven. 

Belar. What's your Name? | 

Imog. Fidele, Sir; J have a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy: he embark'd at Milford; 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with Hunger, 
I'm fal'n in this Offence, 

Belar. Pr'ythee, fair Youth, | 
Think us no Churls, nor meaſure our good Minds | 
By this rude Place we live in. Well encounter d! 
*Tis almoſt Night, you ſhall have better Cheer 
Ere you depart, and Thanks to ſtay and eat it. 

Boys, bid him Welcome. 
FGuid. Were you a Woman, Youth, 
I ſhou'd wooe hard, but be your Groom in Honeſty ; 
I bid for you as I do buy. 

Arvir. Vil make't my Comfort, . 
He is a Man: I'll love him as my Brother: | 
And ſuch a Welcome as I'd give to him, | 
After long Abſence, ſuch. is yours. Moſt welcome! 
Be ſprightly, for you fall mongſt Friends. 

. Imog. | Afide.] Mongſt Friends, 

If Brothers — Wou'd it had been ſo, that they 
Had been my Father's Sons ! then had my Price 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal ein 

To thee, Paſtbunius. | 

Belar. He wrings at ſome Diſtreſs. 

Guid. Wou'd [ cou'd free't ! 

Arvir. Or, I, whate'er it be, 

What Pain it coſt, what Danger, Gods 


belar. Hk, Bore | [1hifpering 
nog, 
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nog. Great Men, 
That had a Court no bigger chan this Cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the Virtue 
Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them; laying by 
Thar Nothing-Gift of defering Multitudes, | 
Cou'd not out-peer theſe twain. — Pardon me, Gods 
Fd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Poſthumus is falſe. | 
Belar. It ſhall be ſo: TUX | 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our Hunt. Fair Youth, come in; 
Diſcourſe is heavy faſting ; when we've ſupp'd 5 
We'll mannerly demand thee of uy Story, 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak. | 


' Guid. I pray, draw near. 45 [leſs wetted 
Arvir, The Night to th' Owl, and Morn to th* Lark, 
7 [Exeunt into the Cave. 


Enter Cloten in Poſthumus' Cloaths. © | 
Clot. I love and hate this Imogen. She's fair and 
royal, therefore I love her: but diſdaining me, and 
throwing Favours on the low Peſthumus, ſlanders ſo 
her Judgment, that what's elſe rare is chok'd; and in 
that Point I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed to be 
reveng'd upon her. I have ſtolen from Court; and 
in Poſthumus's Garb ; and if Piſanio, whom by Threats 
I compell'd to help me to this Diſguiſe, have mapp'd it 


truly, I am near to the Place where he and Imogen 


ſhould meet. How fit his Garments ſerve me ! Why 
ſhou'd his Miſtreſs, who was made by him that made 
the Taylor, not be fit too? The Lines of my Body are 
as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more ſtrong, not 
beneath him in Fortunes, above him in Birth, and yet 
this fooliſh Creature loves him in my Deſpight. — What 
Mortality is! Peſbumus, thy Head, which is now 
growing on thy Shoulders, ſhall within this Hour be 
off, thy Miſtreſs enforced, thy Garments cut to pieces 
belore her Face. My Hor ſe is 7 up ſafe: Out Sword 
[Draws 
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| [Draws his Sword] and to a fore Purpoſe. Fortunes 
put them into my Hand! This is the very Deſcription 
of their FIG and the Fellow dares not de- 
ceive me.. 5 Exil. 


Euter ous the Cave NOR Guideries, Arviragus, | 
a2ad Imogen. 


Belar. You are not well: twere beſt remain i th* Cave. 

Arvir. Do, Brother, pray ſtay there: are we not Brothers? 

Inog. So Man and Man, methinks, indeed ſhou'd * 
5 Bur Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, | 

Whoſe Duſt is both alike. Pm very ſick. | 
Leave me, my Friends; ſtick to your Journal courſe ; 
The breach of Cuftom is the breach of all. 
Im ill, but your being by cannot amend me. 
Society, to one not ſociable, 
Can be no Comfort.—Pray you truſt me hor, 
Il rob none but myſelf, and let me flies 
Stealing ſo poorly, 

Guid. I love thee, 1 have ſpoke i it 
How much the Quantity, I will not ſay, — 
« Arvir. I love thee too; Town I know not why 
I love thee, Youtn—And I have heard you 888 [To Bel, | 
Love reaſons without Reaſon. 

Belar. Noble Strain! 
O Worthineſs of Nature! Breed of Greatneſs ! 
mog. [ Alide] Theſe are kind Creatures. e what 
| V 

Our Courtiers ſay all's ſavage, but at Court. 
Experience, oh, how thou diſprov'ſt Report. — 
I am ſick ſtill, Heart-ſick. — Pijamo, | 
I'll now tafte of thy Drug. {Drinks out of the Vial. 

Guid. I could not ſtir him; 
He told me he was gentle, but erte: : 

* afflicted, but * honeſt. Eg 
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Arvir. Thus did he anſwer me, nnn. 
I ſhou'd know more. 
Belar. Good Boy, go in and reſt. 
Pray be not ſick, for you mult be our Houſewife. 2 
_ , Imog. Or well of ill, I fill am bound to you 
And ſhall be ever. [Exit Imogen into the ces 
Belar. Howeer thus diſtreſs d, 
This Louth appears to have had good Anceſtors, 
Guid. Nobly he yokes a Smile with a ſad Sigh. 
Arvir. Patience and Grief are ſo enrooted in wa, - 
Thax Na bath their Spurs * an «365, 


Enter Cloter, 


Belar. Ha!—Who's this? | 
. Clot. I cannot find thoſe Runagates : Pry Villain N 
Has mock'd me. am faint. 
Belar. Thoſe Runagates 
Means he not us? Surely I — — that Vans 
"Tis Cloten, Son to th* Queen: 1 fear ſome Ambuſh, 
We're held as Outlaws. Hence. | 
Guid, He is but one: 

You and my Brother ſearch what Force is near: 
Let me alone with him. [ Exeunt Belar. and a. 
Clot. Soft! what are you, bs 

That fly me thus? Some villain-mountaineer. 
I've heard of ſuch. Tell me what Slave art thou? 
_ _ Guid, A Thing more laviſh did I never yet, 
Than anſwering a Slave without a Blow. 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, a Law-breaker, yield the. 
Guid. To whom? Tothee! What art thou? Have not * 
An Arm as big as thine ?—A Heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My Dagger in my Mouth. Say what art thou; 3 
| That I ſhow'd yield to thee? 


- 


" war) An old IO for the Fibres of a Tree. Mr. Pops. 
| Clor. 
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Cat. Hear but my Name, 
And tremble. | 

Guid. What's thy Name 7 

Clot. Cloten, Villain. 


* 4 


| 1 
Guid. Cloten, then, double Villain, i thy N ame, | 


J cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, 
Adder, or Spider, it wou'd move me | ſooner. 


Clot. To thy Confuſion know, Pm Son to the * 1 I 


Guid. I'm rey: 6 for't ; you ſeem not worthy of 
So great a Birth. 
Clzt. Doſt thou not fear me now ? 


Guid. Thoſe that I rew'rence, thoſe I fear's the wiſe: 5 5 


At Fools I laugh. 
Clot. Laughs thou? Have at thee, Villain. 
When I've ſlain thee, I'Il follow thoſe that fled. 


Yield, Ruſtick, yield, [Exeunt, fighting. 
Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 


Belar. No Company's abroad. 
Arvir. None, Sir; I fancy you miſtook his Face. 


Belar. I cannot tell; long is it ſince I ſaw him; 
But Time has nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of F avours 
Which then he wore. The ſnatches in his Voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking, were like his. I'm abſolute 
*T was very Cloten. | 

Axvir. In this Place we left them. 

You ſay his Temper's fell, yet I doubt not 
My Brother's innate Courage. | 


Enter Guiderius, 


Belur. See, thy Brother. 
Guid. This 88 was a Fool; not Hercules 


Cou'd have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none. - 
Belar. 


8 7 
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- Belar. What haſt thou done? l 
Euid. Cut off one Cloten's Head, 

Son to the Queen, after his own Report; 

| Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his own ſingle Hand, he'd take us in; 
Diſplace our Heads, where thanks toth Gods, they grow! 
And ſet them on, Lud's Town. 

Belar. We're all undone! _. 

Guid. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe; 
But what he ſwore: to take, our Lives? The Law 
Protects not us; then why ſhou'd we be tender, 

And let an arrogant Piece of Fleſh thus threat us? 
What Company diſcover you abroad ? . 

Belar. We cam ſet eye on none. Yet ſtill I think. 
He muſt have ſome Attendants. I fear Danger. 

Arxvir. Let the Gods do their Pleaſure.--I pronounce 

My Brother's Act is good. 

__ © Guid. With that ſame Sword _ 

He proudly way'd againſt my Throat, Te ta'en 

His Head from him: I'll throw't into the Ereek 

Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 

And tell the Fiſh that he's the Queen's Son, Claten; | 

That's all I reck. „ 

Belar. I fear twill be reveng d. 

Wou d, Paladour, thou had'ſt not Jon? tt tho? Value! 

Becomes thee well enough. 3-4 
Arvir. Wou'd I had don't; 

So the Revenge had. follow'd me alones. 


l love thee, Paladour, but envy much 


Thou'ſt rob'd me of this Action. 
Belar. Well, *tis done. | 
I pr'ythee in: look to the Youth. + Fl ſtay 
Till Paladour return. | 
Arvir. Poor ſick Fidele 
Cou'd I regain thy Health at the Expence 
Of a whole Sea of ſuch Fool-royal Blood 
As that Wretch Cloten's my Fd praiſe myſelf, 
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And think *twere Charity. Exit. into the Cave. 
Belar. O thou Goddeſs, - 2 ws | 

Thou divine Nature! how thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 

In theſe two princely Boys! They are as gentle 

As Zephyrs blowing underneath the Violet, 

Not wagging his ſweet Head ; and yet as rough, 

(Their Royal Blood enchaf'd,) as th* rudeft Wind, 

That by the Top does take the Mountain Pine, 

And make him ſtoop to th' Vale. —Tis wonderful, 

That an inviſible Inſtin& thus ſhou'd frame them 

To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, 

Civility not ſeen from other ; ; Rome: - 

That wildly grows in them; but yields a Crop 

As if it had been ſow'd. Yet ſtill it's ſtrange 

What Cloter's being here to us portends, 

Or what his Death will bring us. 


Re-enter Guitictias, 


Guid. Where's my Brother ? i 

I have ſent Cloten's Clot- pole down the Stream, 

In Embaſſie to his Mother ; his Body's Hoſtage 

For his Return. [ Solemn Muſick in the Cave. 
Belar. My ingenious Inſtrument ! 

Hark, Paladour, it ſounds! but what Occaſion 

Hath Cadwall now to give it Motion ? hark ! 

Sud. Is he at home? 
Belar. He went hence even now. [Mother, 
Guid. What means he? Since the Death of my dear 

It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn Things 

Shou'd anſwer ſolemn Accidents. The Matter! 

Is Cadwall mad ? eo 


Enter Arviragus with Imogen dead, bearing her 
in his Arms. 


Bale Look, here, alas, he comes! | 
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And brings the dire Occaſion in his Arms 

Of what we blame him for. 
Arxrvir. The Bird is dead, 
That we have made ſo much on! I had rather 
Have ſkipt from Sixteen Years of Age to Sixty, 
And turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch ; 
Than have ſeen this. 

Guid. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly! 
My Brother wears thee not one half fo well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. 

Belar. O, Melancholy ! 
Who ever yet cou'd ſound thy Bottom? find 

The Ooze, to ſhew what Coaſt thy ſluggiſh Carrack 
Might eas'lieft harbour in Thou bleſſed thing 
Jove knows what Man thou might'ſt have made; but ah! 
Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare Boy, of Melancholy 
How found you him ? 

Arvir. Stark, as you ſee : 
Thus ſmiling, as fine Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death's dart being laugh'd at: his right Cheek 
* on a Cuſhion. 

uid. Where ? | 

Arvir. O' th' Floor. | 
His Arms thus leagu'd; I thought he ſlept, and put 
My clouted brogues from off my Feet, whoſe Rudeneſ 
Anſwer'd my Steps too loud. 
 Guid. Why, he but ſleeps; 
If he be gone, he'll make his Grave a Bed ; 
With female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come near him. 

Arvir. With faireſt F low'rs, 
While Summer laſts, and 1 live here, Fidele, 
I'll ſweeten thy ſad Grave. Thou ſhalt not lack 
The Flower that's like thy Face, pale Primroſe ; nor 
The azur'd Hare-Bell, like thy Veins ; no, nor 


The Leaf of Eglantine, which not to ſlander, 
I 2 _ 
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Out- weeten' d not thy Breath. The Raddock wou ' 
With charitable Bill, bring thee all this; , 
Yea, and furr'd Moſs beſides, when Flow I rs are e none, 5 
To Winter- gown thy Coarſe — 

Guid. Pr'ythee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like Words with char 
Which is ſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with Admiration what 
Is now due Debt. To th*:Grave. 

Arvir. Say, where ſhalPs lay him? 

Guid. By good Euriphile, our Metheer. 

Arvir. Be't ſo. © [Cloten 

Belar. Great Griets, I ſee, Med*cine the leſs. For 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's Son, Boys, * 
And tho' he came our Enemy, remember, * 
He has paid for that: The Mean and Mighty, rotting | 
Together, have one Duſt ; yet Reverence, | 
That Angel of the World, doth make Diſtinction 
Of Place twixt· High and Low. Our Foe was princely, 
And tho' you took his Life, as being our Foe, | 
Yet bury him as a Prince. 

Guid. Pray fetch him hither. 
Therfites* Body is as good as Has)” 

When neither are alive. e 
Arxvir. Will you go fetch him? [Exit Belar. 
Guid. Nay, Cadwall, we muſt lay his Head to th — 
My Father hath a Reaſon . 0h 
Arvir. Tis true. 


They ſeem, for Gone ids,” to be buf ed as placing Imogen; 5 
then, Enter Belarius, with the Body of Cloten. 


Guid. Gre, lay him down; unworthy as he was 

Belar. Here's a few Flow'rs, but about Midnight more, 
The Herbs that have on them cold Dew o' th* Night, 
Are Strewings fitt'ſt for Graves Upon his F _—_ | 
12; } 1 3 i ou 
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You were as Flow'rs, now wither'd; even ſo | 
Theſe herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew. 
Come on, away, apart upon our Knees.— 
The Ground, that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Their Pleafure here is paſt, fo is their Pain. ¶ Exeunt. 


Imogen, awaking. 


Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven; which is the Way? 
I thank you.— By yond Buſn? - pray how far thither?— 
I've gone all Night. — O Gods, and Goddeſſes. 

| lsteing the Body. 
Theſe Flow'rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 
This bloody Man the Care on't.— I hope I dream; 
For ſure I thought I was a Cave-keeper, 
And Cook to honeſt Creatures. But *tis not fo : 
*T'was but a bolt of Nothing, fhot at Nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fumes : Our very Eyes 
Are ſometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble ſtill with Fear; but if there be : 
Yet left in Heav*n as ſmall a drop of Pity 
As a Wren's Eye, oh Gods! a Part of it! 
The Dream's here ſtill ; ev'n when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 
A headleſs Man — the garments of my Poſthumus 2 
Murther in Heaven !—how !—tis gone! Piſanio — 
*T'was thou, conſpiring with that Devil Cloten, 
. Haſt here cut off my Lord. *Tis pregnant, pregnant! 
This is P:/anio's Deed, and Clotens. Oh! 
Give colour to my pale Cheek with thy Blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 1 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord, my Lord ! 


Erter Lucius and Trebonius. e 
Treb. The Legions that were garriſon'd in Gaul, 


As you commanded, Sir, have croſi d the Sea: A 
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At Milford they attend you with your Ships. 
Luc. But what from Rome? . 
Treb. Our Emp'ror, great Auguſtus, 
Has bid the Roman Eagles ſpread their Wings; 
And where they fly, attending Vict'ry follows. 
Our Troops like Veterans, in harden'd Steel, 
Come nobly on, and promiſe willing Service, 
Under the Conduct of bold Jachimo. 
Luc. This great Forwardneſs gf | 
Makes our Hopes fair. Soft, ho, what Trunk is here 
Without his Top? What's this a Page lies by him? 
Or dead or ſleeping on him, but dead rather, 
For Nature does abhor to make his Couch 
With the deceas' de. | 
Treb. He is alive, my Lord. 
Luc. What art thou? 
Imog. I am Nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. 
Luc. Who is this, 
Thou mak'*ſt thy bloody Pillow? . 
Imog. *T was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by Mountaineers lyes ſlain : Alas! 
There are no more ſuch Maſters : I may wander 
From Eaſt to Occident, cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good, ſerve them truly, never 
Find ſuch another Maſter. 
Luc. Lack, good Youth! 


Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy Complaints and Tears, 


Than does thy Maſter bleeding. Say, thy Name? 

ITnog. Fidele, Sir. 1 | 
Tue. Thy Name well fits thy Faith. 

Wilt take thy Chance with me ? I will not ſay 

Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd, but, be ſure, 

No leſs belov'd. The Roman Emperor's Letters, 

Sent by a Conſul to me, ſhou'd no ſooner 

Than thine own Worth preter thee ; Go with _ 
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Imog. V'\l follow, Sir. But firſt, an't pleaſe the Gods, 
Pl hide my Maſter from the F lies, as deep 
As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig; [looking on her Fingers] 
and when [Grave, 
With wild Wood-leaves and Weeds I ha' ftrew'd an 
And on it ſaid a Century of Prayers | 
(Such as I can) twice o'er, I'll weep, and Goh ; 
And leaving ſo his Service follow you. 
Tuc. Tl prove a Father to thee. This kind Boy 
Has taught us manly Duties. With the ſooneſt 
Our Soldiers ſhall find out ſome dazied Plot, 
And make him with their Partizans a Grave. 
| [Exeunt Lucius and Trebonius. 


Imogen alone. 


One Look !—and then follow. —Yet, another 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thy Murth'rers ; 
May fell Remorſe purſue them; may they feel 
More poignant Agonies than ſad Prometheus, 

Whoſe ever-growing Fleſh becomes a Prey 
To the unſatisfied, ſtill-gnawing Vulture. Exit. 


SCENE changes to Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio. cher 
er! 
Onb. Again, and bring me Tydings how 'tis with | 
My Queen upon a defp'rate fev*riſh Bed, 
Bord'ring on Madneſs, and her Life in Danger ; ; 
Her Son ſton hence, and Imogen quite loſt ; 
Good Heav'n, how deeply you at once afflict me! 
And this too at a Time when fearful War 
Rears it's bold Front, threat'ning my Crown and Life. 
Thou, who wert of my Daughter's inmoſt Counſel, 
Muſt needs know where ſhe bides : Tortures ſhall force, 
If yet thou dare be mute, the Secret from thee. | 
„ Piſan. 
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Piſan, My Life, great Sir, is yours: but for my Miſtreſs 
| Pm ignorant where ſhe remains, or when | 
She purpoſes Return. Beſeech your ihne 
Hold me your faithful Servant. 

Firſt Lord. Good my Liege, 

I dare be bound Piſanio's truly loyal. 

Cymb, The Time is troubleſome, and leſſer Evils 
Muſt to the great give way. Our Jealouſy. _ 

Of your Intrigues ſhall for the preſent ſleep. _ 

Second Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty,the Roman Legions 
From Gallia drawn are landed on your Coaſt. Motion, 
Firſt Lord. The Powr's you have, when put in warlike 
Can well make head againſt the utmoſt Force 
Theſe lordly Romans, tho with Conquelt fluſh'd, 

Dare face them with. 

Second Lord. The Ardour of your Troops, 

Who long to move in well-compacted Bands, 
Portends Succeſs. 
Cymb. Ourſelf will lead them on. | [tough 


Firſt Lord. A Briton's Arm is ſtrung with Nerves = 


As any Roman's. To the deftin'd Mark 

Our Arrows ſpeed as ſure, and are as fatal. | 
mb. We fear not what from * can hurt us; 

Our Grief i is nearer home. | 


Hater Cornelius and Ladies, = 


Corn. Hail mighty King! 
Forgive my Tongue that which i it muſt repore 3 
The Queen is dead. 

Cymb. Whom worſe than a Phyſician 
Wou'd this Report become ?—But when I think. 
By Med'cine Life can only be prolong'd, 
And Death at laſt will ſeize the Doctor too, | 
Pm arm'd with Patience. Say then, how ſhe dy'd. 
Corn. Loth am I to offend your Ear, my Liege, 


Nor ſhall my Speech defame her Royal Aſhes; __ - 
3 Tua 


And call . Violations right of Conqueſt. 
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Truth bids me ſpeak, but as her Life was cruel, 

Her Death was horrid. —Her Attendants here 

Can trip me if I err, who with wet Cheeks 

Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd, 
Cymb. Pr'ythee ſay. Rage, 
Corn. Cloten's a Flight increas'd her Fever's 

And added to her Horror. She confeſt 

What ſhudders me to tell; ſhe had prepar'd | 

For you a mortal Mineral, which being took 

Shou'd by the Minute feed on Life, and ling'ring | 

By Inches waſte you; in which Time ſhe 9 

By crafty Semblance of her Love to work 6 

Her Son into th* Adoption of the Crown. 

The Princeſs too — | 

Gmb. Hal Imogen | What of her'?. *£1, 

Corn. She own'd was as a Scorpion to her Sight ; ; 

Whoſe Life, but that her Flight prevented it, 
By Poyſon ſhe'd ta'en off. Scarce had ſhe ended 
The Tale of her moſt ſhameleſs deſp'rate- Deeds, 
When in a Frenzy ſhe deſpairing dy de. 

mb. O delicate Serpent | was thy Touch ſo fatal? 

And yet methinks mine Fes were not in Fault, | 

For ſhe was beautiful : 

Mine Ears that heard her F Jatt ry; nor my Heart 

That thought her like her ſeeming: It had been vicious 

To have miſtruſted her. Vet, oh my Daughter! 

That it was Folly in me, thou may'ſt ſay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. But no more 

We'll loſe our Sorrows in the bloody Field; 

The dreadful Pomp of War, the neighing Steed, 

The Claſh of hors and the Trumpet's Sound, 

Shall diſſipate our Griefs.—Give me, ye Gods! 

To drive with Shame theſe hoſtile Romans hence, 

Theſe publick Robbers, who invade my Country, 
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End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT. V. 


s NE th . 
Enter Blarius, 88 and Arvirags. 


cus AH: Alarm of noiſy War is all Sound us. 
Belar. Let us, while yet there's Time, fly 
| from i it, Sons. 

Arvir. Fly, noble Father! wherefore ſhould we fly? 
What hope is there that we can ſave ourſelves ? 
Shou'd we be met by Romans, Death is certain, 

As we're of Britiſh Race.—Our Countrymen, 
If they light on us, will thro' juſt Revenge 
Treat us like baſe unnatural Revolter s. | 

Guid. Why was Life giv'n us? Was it but to Breathe 2 
Or at the moſt, to chaſe the harmleſs Stag, 
And whilft his ſpeaking Tears implore our Pity, 
Ruthleſs to ſlay him for our daily Food ? - 

Pve heard of Cæſar, nay yourſelf have told me, 
That he fought Men. 

Belar. Czſar*s high Birth, my Son, 

Enflam'd his Soul 15 Actions worthy Conquerors. 

Guid. Birth! what is Birth? Is not Almighty Jove 
The Father of us all? Were I the Heir 
Of Royal Cymbeline, I cou'd not feel 
A ſtronger Impulſe than now drives me on, 
To meet in Arms theſe Victors of the World. 

Axvir. I am aſham'd to look upon the San, 


To 


„ 
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To have the Benefit of his blet Beams, _ 
Yet live obſcurely thus a poor Unknown. . 
Why, Brother, we ne'er yet beheld the Blood 
Of any thing, but Coward-hares, and Veniſon. 
Never did beſtride a Horſe, but once; 
When the brave Beaſt, ſcorning his un-taught Rider, 
| Threw me, thro' mere Contempt, and proud * 
Upon the humble Earth. 
Belar. I fee your Drift, 
But I am known of many in the Army. 
Beſides, the King has not deſerv'd my Service, 
My unjuſt Exile Tos depriv'd you both 
Of that fair Breeding, which your Cradle promis'd. 
Has he not drove us to this moſſy Cave ? 
Our only Shelter from the Dog-Star's Rage. 
And when the Seaſons change, what is our Gain ? 
But to be then the ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 
| . Guid. *T were better ceaſe to be, than to be thus. 
I and my Brother are unknown ; yourſelf 
So out of Thought, that you can ne'er be queſtion'd. 
Axvir. By Heav'ns Þll go; if you will bleſs me, Sir, 
And give me Leave, I then may thrive the better; * 
If you will not, the Hazard fall on me. 
To die is glorious in my Country's Cauſe. 
Full to my View the Spartan Brothers riſe! 
(The Story when you told it warm'd my Heart) 
Who at the A bmian Strait defy'd the Perſian; 
He who to ſpread his Camp, and ſwell his Pride, 
Almoſt unpeopled half the Aan World. 
Brother, come on, we'll emulate their Deeds; 
And if we fall like them, we fall with Honour. 
Guid. Let us embrace Belarius, ere we part. 
I long to grapple with theſe hardy Romans. 
Belar. Nay, forward Sons, ſince of your Lives you ſet 
So ſlight a Valuation, why ſhou'd I 
Be idly anxious for the Care of one 
With Sorrow worn and = ? Have with you, —_ 
: I 
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Tf in your Country- s Wars you chance to die, 1 
There will 1 make my Bed; we'll * e [Exeunt. 


| 8 CEN E, a Field i ae Britiſh and 
| Roman CEE: 


th Poſthun mus, dreſt like a poor Solder, with a s Hoody 
| er 


Poſtb. . bloody Cloth, Pl keep thee; few Iwiſh'd 
Thou ſhou'd'ſt be colour'd thus. You married - ones ! 
If each of you wou'd take this Courſe, how many 


_ Muſt murder Wives much better than themſelves 


For wrying but a little? Oh, Piſani ! 
Every good Servant does not all Commands; 
No Bond but to do juſt ones.—Gods, if you 
. Shou'd have ta'en Vengeance on my Faults, 1 never 
Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you ſav'd 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtruck | 
Me, Wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But alack! 
Yau ſnatch ſome hence for little Fablts ; that's Love; 
To have them fall no more :5-You ſome permit 

To ſecond Ills with Ills, each worſe than other. — 
But Imogen's your own; do your beſt Wills, 

And make me bleſt t obey. — The Gen'ral Lucius 
Has been my great Protector, and expects 

My Arm, to aid his Cauſe. —But, tis enough, 
That, Britain, | have kilPd thy Miſtreſs : Peace 
Fl] give no Wound to thee. No, I will die 

For thee, O Imogen; for whom my Life 

Is every breathing Moment as a Death. 

Oh, Sun, thy Upriſe ſhall I ſee no more: 
Fortune and Poſthumus part here, even here 

Do we ſhake Hands. — Yet haply ere I fall, 

If my good Sword befriend me, thus diſguis 'd, 

I may be crimſon'd with the Blood of Romans : 


— 
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O, could I pill a Sea, each Drop as rich 
As the firſt Cæſar's; even that Revenge 


Would ſcarce ſuffice me ! for, *twas Roman Artifice 
'Betray'd me to the Murder of my Wife. [Ei. 


Enter Lucius, Jachimo, and the Roman Army at one 


Door; and the Britiſh Army at another ; Poſthumus 
following, they march over; and go out. Then enter 
again in Skirmiſh, Jachimo and Poſthumus ; 3 he van 
uſbeth and diſarmeth Jachimo, and then leaves him. 


Fach. The Heavineſs and Guilt, within my Boſom, 
Takes off my Manhood; I've bely'd a Lady, 

The Princeſs of this Country ; and the Air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me: or could this Carle, 

A very Drudge of Nature, have ſubdu'd me 

In my Profeſſion ? What are Knighthoods, Honours, 
But empty Titles, when the wounded Heart, 
Conſcious of ſecret Crimes, is grown a Coward ? [ Exit. 


The Battle continues; the Britons fly, Cymbeline is 
taken; then enter to bis Reſcue, Belarius, Guiderius, 
and Arviragus. 

[Ground ; 
Belar. Stand, G we have th* Advantge of the 

That Lane is guarded: Nothing routs us, but 

The Villany of our Fears. 

 Guid. and Arvir. Stand, ſtand, and fight. 


Enter Poſthumus, and ſeconds the Britons. They reſcue 
C N 


Cymb. Whoe'er you be, that wear this rude Outſide, 
Thanks for my Life. —This bloody Buſineſs o'er, 
Til cloath you, as ſuch Virtue well deſerves, 
In Armour made of Gold. [ Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Lucius, Jachimo, and Imogen. 


| tas Away, Boy, from the Troops, and fave thy ſelf; 

For Friends kill Friends, and the Diſorder” 8 ſuch 2 

As War were hood-wink 0. 
Fach. Tis their freſh Supplies. 


Luc, It is a Day turn'd ſtrangely. Or betimes N 


Let's reinforce, or fly. 
Juach. No matter where, wou'd I cou'd fly wlll. 


Enter Poſthu mus. 
[groan, 


Pol. Pve ſearch'd for Death, where 1 did hear him 


But cou'd not find him, tho? he often ſtruck 

Jloſe by me. — Strange! that this ugly Monſter 
Shou'd hide himſelf in Cups, or in ſoft Beds, _ 
Or ambuſh'd in the Flatt'rer's oily Tongue, 
Without Suſpicion kill !—He has more Miniſters 1 
Than we who draw his bloody Knives in War. 
Well, I will find him.—I will fight no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall 
Once touch my Shoulder; for my Ranſom's Death. 


Enter Two Captains and Soldiers. 


Rt Capt. Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken. 
*Tis thought the old Man and his Sons were Angels, 
Second Capt. There was a fourth Man in a ſilly * 
That gave th' Affront with them. x 
Fin Capt. So tis reported; 
But none of em can be found. Stand, who's here; 1 
Paſtb. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anſwer'd him. ; 
Second Capt. Lay Hands on him; a Dog! 


A Leg of Kome ſhall not return to tell 3 
What 


[ Exeunt. 
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What Crows have peck'd them here; he brags his Service 
As ifhe were of Note; bring him to th King. | Exeunt. 


20 e E N E, Cymbeline's Tent. 


cymbeline 4h, cover U, with Belarius, Guiderius, Arvi- 
| ragus, Piſanio, Lords, Sc. 


Cymb. Stand by my Side, You, whom the Gods have 
Preſervers of my Throne. Wo is my Heart, 
That the poor Soldier that ſo richly fought, | 
(Whoſe Rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whoſe naked Breaſt 
Stept before Shields of Proof, ) cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 
Belar. I never ſaw im 
Such noble Fury in ſo poor a Thing ; 
He courted Danger, and his deſp'rate Valour 
Spoke him, thro Begg'ry, as of worthy Race. 
Cymb. 1am as yet the Heir of his Reward, 
Which I will add to you; the Liver, Heart, 
And Brain of Britain. Tis by you ſhe lives. 
*T'is now the Time to aſk of whence you are. 
Belar. In Cambria were we born, and Gentlemen 
, Farther to boaſt might ſhame our Modeſty, 
Unleſs I add, we're honeſt. © 
Cymb. Bow your Knees. 
Ariſe; my Knights o th* Battle: I create you 
— Companions to our Perſon. | | 
Belar. By this Act | 
Of gracious Kindneſs, is the Mem'ry loſt 
Of my Misfortunes. 
Arvir, Now I breathe indeed! 
Never did grateful Duty tie the Soul 
Of a beloved Son, in ſtronger Bands 
Of filial Piety, than mine, O King, 
Now bends to thee, | 


at 


Guid, 
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Guid. Pardon me, . gracious Sir, 

My Father's Smiles, when in his fondeſt Mood, 

Ne'er fil'd my Boſom with the Tythe of Joy, 

That runs quite thro? me when I touch this Garment. 

lues the * s Robes. 

I own I am ambitious ; Honours given | 

By any other King would ſurely charm me ; 

But here, I know not why, a ſtriking Awe, 

That reverential Love we owe the Gods, FS 

Proſtrates my Heart, and bids me fear offending | 
Cymb.Come to my Arms. You both are 5 
Belar. Nature, 1 fear, will be beforehand with me. 

[A/ede. 

mb. If they are your's, your hoary Age is crown'd 

With envy'd Bleſſings. —In my Prime of Life, 

Two Infant Sons, by ſome unnat'ral Wretch, 

_ Whoſe marble Boſom never knew the Joy, 
The anxious Fondneſs that attends a Father, 

Were from me torn. —Unknowing of their Fate, 

Each Day my weeping Heart ſheds Drops of Blood, 

Lamenting ſtill, but till in vain, their Abſence. 
Belar. Good Eyes, betray me not; a little longer hold? 

Alide. 

mb. And now, ye Gods, when this pooraged Trunk 

Wants moſt Support, you've ta'en my only TOP» | 

My Daughter from me.—Mournful Victory! 

Kind Heav'n, reſtore my Children, and make bare 

My laurel'd Brow ; ſtrip off each golden Wreath, 

Let Cæſar ſhine the Tyrant of the World ; 

I cou'd be happy in domeſtick Bliſs, 

In the ſoft nameleſs Pleaſure that enwraps 

The Parent, gazing in that precious Glaſs, 

Where he, ſelf- view'd, in th* Autumn of his Life, 

Beholds the blooming Spring that crown'd his Youth. | 
Belar. How Sorrow touches him! 
mb. Why, why, good Heav'n ! 

Do you involve in ſuch Calamities 


Abe 


— 
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The Creatures your own forming Hands have made ? 
All, all my Children loſt !—My Wife a Trayrrels ! 
And Cloter”s Abſence; tho' no more my Son, 
Still adds to my Perplexity. 
Guid. My Liege, ü 
Let me inform you of that Cloten's Fate; 
I flew him, Sir. | 
 Oymb. Marry, the Gods forefend! | 
I would not thy good Deeds ſhou'd from my Lips 
Pluck an hard Sentence. 9 ythee, valiant Youth, ' 
Deny't again. | 
Guid. Pve ſpoke it, and I did it. 
Cymb. He was a Prince. 
__ Guid, A molt incivil one. | 
The Wrongs he did me, and his brutal Language 
Wou'd have provok*d me to have ſpurn'd the Sea, 
Cou'd it ſo roar to me.—I cut his Head off. 
Cymb. I'm ſorry forthee, * own Tongue condemns 
| thee. 
Lead him to Deat n:! 
Belas. Stay, haſty Cymbeline; ; 
This Man is better than the Man he ſlew ; 
As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and hath 
Of thee much merited. Let go his Arms; z [To o the Guard 
They were not made for Bondage. 
mb. Why, old Soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the Worth thou art unpaid for, 
By haſting of our Wrath? How of Deſcent 
As good as we! 
Arvir. In that he ſpake too far, 
Cymb. And he ſhall die for't. 
Arvir. We will die all three. 
Belar. But I will prove two of us are as good 
As I've giv'n out of him. My Sons, 1 muſt, 
For my own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 


Tho haply well for you. 
1 f = Arvir, 
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Arvir. Your Danger's ours. 

Guid. And our Good, his. 

Belar. Have at it then, by Leave: 
Thou had'ſt, great King, a Subject —_ Wies 

mb. A baniſh'd Traytor ! — 

Belar. He it is, that hath 
Aſſum'd this Age; indeed a baniſh'd Man ; ; 

I know not how a Traytor.— 

Cymb. Take him hence; 

The whole World ſhou'd not ſave him. 

Belar. Not too hot: 

Firſt pay me for the nurſing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I've receiv'd it. 

Cymb. Nurſing of my Sons? 

Belar. Iam too blunt and ſawcy ; here's my Knee : 
Ere I ariſe I will prefer my Sons; 

Then ſpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
| Theſe two young Gentlemen, that call me Father, 
And think they are my Sons, are none of mine; 
They are the Iſſue of your Loins, my Liege, 

And Blood of your begetting. 

Cymb. How | My Iſſue? 

Belar. So ſure, as you deſcended from your Father : 
I'm that Belarius, whom you ſometime baniſh'd. 
Pardon me, mighty King, theſe twenty Years 
They have been train'd as mine. I mov'd my Wife 
To ſteal them. My Reward for Loyalty 
To you, was Baniſhment. That cruel A& 

Excited me to Treaſon. —Take my Head: 
But, O, receive theſe Princes as your own. 
The Benediction of theſe covering Heav'ns, 
Fall on their Heads like Dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay Heav'n with Stars. 
mb. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: 
T he Service that you three have done, is more 


—— 


m 
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Unlike, than this thou tell. I loſt my Children — 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſn 
A Pair of worthier Sons. 
Belar. Be pleas'd awhile — 
This Gentleman, whom I call Paladour, 
Is your Guiderius; this, my Cadwall, 
Your Arviragus. He was lapt, my Liege, 
In a moſt curious Mantle, wrought by th Hand 
Of his Queen-Mother ; which, for more Probation, 
I can with eaſe produce. 

Cymb. Guiderius had 
Upon, his Neck a Mole, a ſanguine Star. 

It was a Mark of Wonder. 

Belar. T his is he, 

Who hath upon him ſtill that nat'ral Stamp. 
It was wiſe Nature's End in the Donation, 
To be his Evidence now. 

Cymb. I'll doubt no more. 

Come then, come both, and wreath your Ivy Arms 
Around this Oak; that, tho? it's Top decays, 
The Roots may till look green and flouriſhing. 

Guid. Sure, Brother, we've diſcover'd ſome new World, 
Whoſe Glories, like the Sun obſcur'd by Clouds, 
Have long been hidden from our wiſhing Eyes. 
Accept, O royal Sir, our duteous Hearts. 

Arvir. Acknowledg'd for your Son! O my full Soul, 
T hy great Ambition now is ſatisfy d. 

But what is Language? how ſhall I expreſs 
My Gratitude ? —My future Piety, 
And vow'd Obedience, can alone declare it. 

Cymb. Fortune, at length, with leſs Severity 
Than ſhe was wont, begins to treat my Age. 

O wou'd ſhe crown my Joys, wou'd ſhe reſtore 


My Imogen, I then were bleſt indeed! 


— 


1 2 


- 
ere —— Gate, 
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Rover Luciu 8. ae and ober Roman Prifoners x 
Poſthumus and Imogen Behind. 


Well, Caius Lucius, com'ſt thou now for Tribute? 
Or have our Britons, tho? we own with Loſs 
Of many a bold one, paid your high Demand? 

Luc. Th' Events of War, great Sir, are ever various: 
The Day was yours by Chance; had we been Gainers, 
We wou'd not, when the Blood was cold, have 
| threaten'd 
Our Pris'ners with the Sword. But ſince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our Lives 
May be ſufficient Ranſom, let Death come : 

A Roman, with a Roman Heart, can ſuffer. 

Auguſtus lives to think on't. This thing only 

I will intreat: my Boy, a Briton born, 

Let him be ranſom'd : never Maſter had 

A Page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent : 

Then let his Virtue j Join with my "Requeſt ; 

He'as harm'd no Briton, tho? he ſerv'd a Roman: ; 

Then, ſpare his Innocence. 
mb. I've ſurely ſeen him; 

His Favour is familiar tome. Boy, 

Thou haſt look*d thyſelf into'tny Grace, 

And art my own. I know not why, or wherefore, 


To fay, live, Boy: neer thank thy Maſter, live ; 


And aſk of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my Bounty and thy State, I'Il give it: 
Tea, tho? thou doſt demand a Priſoner, 
The nobleſt ta'en. 

Imog. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my as good Youth 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imog. No, no, alack, 
There's other Work in Hand; I ſee a thing | 

OD Bitter 
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Bitter to me as Death; your Life, good wy x 
Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. 
Luc. The Boy diſdains me—— 
Why ſtands he ſo perplex'd ? 
Cymb. What wou'dſt thou, Boy? 
I ben thee more and more: think more and more 
What's beſt to aſæ. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on >-Speak 
Wilt have him live? is he thy kin ? thy Friend ? 
Imog. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 
Than I t' your Highneſs ; who being born nn 
And ſomething nearer. 
Cymb. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? | 
lag. I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 
Cy ym. Ay, with all my Heart, 
Alt lend my belt Attention. Come, ſpeak freely. 
lICymbeline and Imogen walk apart. 
Belar. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death? 
Arvir. One Sand another 
Not more reſembles, than he the roſie Lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele, What think you? 
Guid. The ſame. 
Belar. Peace, Peace, n more: he eyes us not. 
Creatures may be alike z were't he, Pm ſure 
He wou'd have ſpoke to us. 
Piſan. *Tis my Miſtreſs ! 
Since ſhe is living, let the Time run on 
To Good or Bad. {|Cymb. and Imog. come forward, | 
Cymb. Come, ſtand thou on our Side; 
Make thy Demand aloud. Sir, ſtep you forth 
[To Jachimoc 
Give 48 to this Boy, and do it freely ; 
Or by our Greatneſs, and the Grace of it, 
Which is our Honour, bitter Torture ſhall 
Winnow the Truth from F alſhood. — On; ſpeak 
to him. 


nog. 


* 


Insg. My Boon is, that this Gentleman _ render 


1 got this Ring; *twas Poſthumus's Jewel, [thee, 
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Of whom he had this Ring. 
Poſth. What's that to him? 
Cymb. That Diamond upon your Fi inger, fay, 


How came it yours? 
Jach. I'm glad to be conſtrain'd to utter, what 


Torments me to conceal. —By Villany 


Whom thou did'ſt baniſh : (and which more may grieve 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd 


*Twixt Sky and Ground. Will you hear more, my 


Lord? 
Cymb. All that belongs to this. 
Fach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, | 
For whom my Heart drops Blood, and my falſe 
Spirits 


| Quail to remember—give me leave, I faint, — 


Cymb. My Daughter! What of her? — Renew thy 
Strength 
I'd rather thou ſhou'dſt live while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more : Strive, Man, and ſpeak. 
Fach. Upon a Time, the good Lord Pafbuntus, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Italy : 
For Beauty that made barren the ſwell'd Boaſt 
Of him that beſt 'cou'd ſpeak ; for Stature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus, or ſtraight- pight Minerva, 
Poſtures beyond brief Nature.— 
Cymb. I ſtand on Fire. 
Come to the Matter. 
Fach. All too ſoon I ſhall, 
Unleſs thow'dſt quickly grieve. —This Pofthumus, 


(Moſt like a noble Lord in Love, and one 


That had a royal Lover) took his hint ; 

And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, o__ 

His Miſtreſs' Picture. 
wh Nay, nay, to the Purpoſe. 


| Fach. 


| Fach. Your Daughter 8 Chaſtity There! it begins: — 


He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, 

And le alone were cold; whereat, I, Wretch 

Made ſcruple of his Praiſe; and waged with him 

Pieces of Gold, *gainſt this which then he wore 

Upon his honour'd Finger, to attain 

In ſuit the Place of's Bed and win this Ring 
By her's and mine Adultery. He, true Knight, 
No leſſer of her Honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this Ring. 

I, full of Vanity, aſſail'd that Paragon; 

And to be brief, my Practice ſo prevail'd, 

That I return'd with ſimilar Proof, enough 

To make the noble Poſthumus go mad, 

By wounding his Belief in her Renown. = 

He thought her Bond of Chaſtity quite crack'd, 

I having ta'en the Forfeit; whereupon, 

Methinks I ſee him now. 

Poſth. Ay, ſo thou doſt, 

Talian Fiend ! Ah me, moſt cred*lous Fool ; 

Egregious Murderer, Thief, any thing 

That's due to all the Villains paſt, in Being, 

To come.—Oh, give me Cord, or Knife, or Poiſon, 

Some upright Julticer ! Thou, King, fend out 

For Torturers ingenious; it is I, 

That all th* abhored Things of th' Earth * 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſtbumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter! Villain-like, I lye ; 
That caus'd a leſſer Villain than myſelf, 

A ſacrilegious Thief, to do it. The Temple 

Of Virtne was ſhe Oh. my , e ! 

My Queen, my Life, my Wife! Oh Imogen ! 
Imog. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear. | 
Pofth. Shall's have a Play of this? 

Thou ſcornful Page, there lye thy Part. 

[ Strikes Imogen, She falls. 


2 Piſan. 


. 
1 — Rs > 
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Piſan. O Gentlemen, 
Mine, and your Miſtreſs. —-Oh, my bend betta, 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now; help, help, — _ 
My honour'd Lady! | 

Cymb. Does the World go round ? [Hand ! 

Pojth. How come theſe Staggers on me? — baleful 
Vile Inſtrument! O moſt pernicious Blow ! 

Awake, my Imogen, revive, look up; 
O dart thoſe ſparkling Orbs of radiant Light, 
Thy beauteous Eyes, once more upon thy Huſband, 
Or let me ſleep eternally in Death. 
mmog. If thou art yet unkind, to wake to Life, 
Is waking but to Certainty of Miſery.—— 
Cymb. The Tune of Imogen |! 
Poſth. O thou moſt injur'd! 
Thus let me melt, and weep upon thy Boſom, 
Imploring Pardon. Shou'd my Years be ſtretch'd 
Beyond the longeſt of the Sons of Men, 
My Life ſhall be but one continu'd __ . 
Of great Attonement. 

Imog. Why, O Poſthumus, 

Why did you throw your wedded Lady from you if 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now _ 
Throw me again. [Throwing her Arms about his Neck. 
Poſth. Hang there like Fruit, pe Soul, 

*Till the Tree die. 
mb. How now, my Fleſh! my Child ! 

Why maKk*ſt thou me a Dullard in — Act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? 

Imog. Your Bleſſing, Sir, e 

Cymb. My Tears, that fall, prove Holy- water on thee ! 
Henceforth, grow nothing in thy Breaſt but Z oy ! 

Imog. Will you forgive my Huſband ? 

mb. But forgive him! 

Bleſt may he be: My Bleſſing on you a. 
That after this ſtrange Starting from your Orbs, 


You 
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You may reign in them now. —All-gracious Heaven, 
How oft thy Providence turns Tears to Smiles! 


I thought myſelf quite childleſs, and at once 


A, threefold Birth preſents itſelf before me. 
My Imogen, Guiderius, Arviragus, 

And let me add another, Poſthumus ; 
My Children all! — Thou art our Brother too. | 
| | (To Belarius. 

My Daughter, thou haſt loſt by theſe a Kingdom. 
z [ Pointing to his Sons. 
Imog. No, Royal Father, I have rather gain'd 
Two Worlds by this Diſcov'ry. Oh, my Brothers! 

Have we thus met? Then never ſay hereafter, 
But I ſpeak trueſt. You once calPd me Brother, 
When I was but your Siſter : I, you Brothers; 
When you were ſo indeed. 1 5 

Cymb. Did you e' er meet? 

Arvir. Ay, my good Lord. 

Guid. And at firſt meeting lov'd. 

_ Continued ſo, until we thought he died. | 
| mb. O rare Inſtinct! When ſhall I hear all through? 
Facb. O Virtue, I ne'er knew thee till this Moment 
My Paſſions, foul, and black as Ere bus, | 


Have hid thee from me: Now thou ſtand*ſt reveal'd 


Confeſt in all thy Worth, thy native Splendor. 

In all this Preſence, I, alone, am Wretched. 

Take then, O Pofthumus, my hated Life, 

Which hath ſo long been forfeited. But firſt 

Reſume your Ring: — Thou, too, the trueſt Princeſs 
That ever plighted Troth, receive this Bracelet. — 
And, Sir, when you have fatisfy'd your Juſtice, 
Remember not my Crimes, but my. Repentance. 


[ Kneels to Poſthumus. 


Poſth. Kneel not to me; if I have any Power, 
It ſhall be all employ'd to ſpare you ; live, 
And deal with others better. 


3 nb. 
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Cymb. Nobly doom'd! _ 
And thy —.— ſhall teach us Famginenels 4 
Each Pris'ner that is ta en, we freely pardon: 
Lucius, no more we're Foes: Thro' Lud's fair renn, 
The Britiſh and the Roman Enſigns waving, 
In friendly Order, will we march together. 
Poſth. At length, O Imagen, the Trial's Oer: 
Thy Virtue, like a Rock in ſtormy Seas, 
With brave Reſiſtance, has withſtood the Force 
Of many a beating Surge.—May none like me 
Eier tread the crooked Path of tort'ring Jealouſy ! 
Suſpicious Minds in faithleſs Mirrors look, 
And Innocence for Guilt is then miſtook ; 


* With Honour truſt, when yeu have choſe be Fiir; $3 ” 


Your Boſom ee if once they ſnare, 


Thro' Gratitude, they'll fix their, Inclinations there, 
4 A&A 34 
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